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INTRODUCTION

M.N.A., or Master of No Arts,’”’ launched
two Shandean volumes under the title of
The Koran, wherein Sterne is made to talk
much of himself in the way of an autobiog-
raphy. The author of Tristram Shandy,
according to the fiction, tells the reader all
about his relations with his uncle Jaques,
and whence were derived my uncle Toby,
Le Fevre, and other characters in the gal-
lery of eccentrics. And finally he defends
his jests and outspoken style and sets forth
his literary plans, now that author and pub-
lic have become tired of Shandeism. There
was to come a ‘‘ primmer,’’ a little book for
the instruction of the nobility and gentry in
right conduct; and then a rival to Raleigh’s
History of the World—*‘ an historical account
and description of all the several great epochas
of the world, from the creation to the confla-
gration.”’ As a specimen of what might be
done in the final chapters of such a book,
Yorick is made to describe the Last Day
when the firmament shall be melted down.
The Koran has been several times printed
among the works of Sterne. So late as
1858, it was translated into French by
Alfred Hédouin, who had no doubt that it

xii






INTRODUCTION

work, after piecing together a few biograph-
ical scraps for a preface to his Continuation
of Yorick’s Sentimental Journey. Lydia
Sterne—now Mrs. Medalle—alone remained
faithful to the undertaking. In 1775, she
published her father’s correspondence and
the brief memoir of himself that he set
down out of love for ‘“my Lydia.”” The
title ran: Letters of the Late Rev. Mr.
Laurence Sterne, to His Most Intimate
Friends, with a Fragment in the Manner of
Rabelais. To Which are Prefix’d, Memoirs of
His Life and Family. Written by Himself-

It would be difficult to find in the range
of literary biography a more shiftless piece
of work. How different it is, for example,
from that done by Mrs. Barbauld for Rich-
ardson! Mrs. Medalle had at hand the most
intimate materials. The scant memoir of
Sterne’s early life down to the publication
of Tristram Shandy might have been sup-
plemented easily by information from Mrs.
Sterne, Hall-Stevenson, and numerous friends
at York and in London. The letters covering
the period of Sterne’s fame might have been
woven into a continuous narrative, but no
care was taken in the arrangement of them

xiv






INTRODUCTION

Montreuil much resembling Sterne’s Maria,
and afterwards took a public house at Calais.
The dead donkey, the heart-broken Maria,
the grisette at the glove-shop, the fille de
chambre, ‘‘so pretty and petite,”’ are all
declared to be no invention of Yorick’s.
Doubtless this is so, but the details that
Scott gave cannot be true. Scott found
them in a miscellany of anecdotes called
An Olio (1814), by William Davis, the bib-
liographer. Davis, we are asked to believe,
met La Fleur at Calais and received direct
from him the story of the valet and his
master. The bibliographer must have been
imposed upon by a smart lackey who knew
how to play himself off on credulous Eng-
lishmen.

As years went by, the figure of Sterne
receded more and more into the past and
the unknown. By the middle of the nine-
teenth century, there remained little more
of Sterne than the tradition of a very un-
clerical parson who had written a book or
two that no one should read. ‘“In my
youth,”’ wrote the elder D’Israeli in 1840,
‘““the world doted on Sterne. * * * Forty
years ago, young men, in their most face-

xvi




































NOTE

The present work is founded on a
previous life of Sterne by the same
author. It is in great part rewritten
and contains much fresh material.



Insceibed
70 THE
REV. WHITWELL ELWIN
Rxcror or Boorox, Noawica.









PREFACE

and Mrs Shandy, Yorick—his own portrait
—and Dr Slop. There are choice passages,
too, grotesque situations and expressions
which have become part of the language.
Mr Shandy, I venture to think, is the best
of these creations, more piquant and attrac-
tive even than My Uncle Toby, because
more original and more difficult to touch.
It is in this way that Sterne has made his
mark, and may be said to be better known
than read.

A great deal has been written on the
false and overstrained sentiment of his pa-
thetic passages such as in the ‘ Story of Le
Fever,” ¢ Maria of Moulines,” ‘The Dead
Ass,” and other incidents. No doubt these
were somewhat artificially wrought, but it
must be remembered they followed the
tone of the time. His exquisite humour
is beyond dispute, the Shandean sayings,
allusions, topics, etc., have a permanent
hold; and, as they recur to the recollection,
produce a complacent smile, even though
the subject be what is called broad.” No
better type of his humour could be given
than the one quoted by Mr Elwin, —* ‘I
have left Trim my bowling-green,”’ said My

xxxiv
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LIFE OF STERNE

us to the regiment at Carrickfergus, loaded
with kindnesses, etc. A most rueful and
tedious journey had we all, in March, to
Carrickfergus, where we arrived in six or
seven days. Little Devijeher here died; he
was three years old. He had been left be-
hind at nurse at a farmhouse near Wicklow,
but was fetched to us by my father the
summer after. Another child sent to fill
his place, Susan; this babe too left us be-
hind in this weary journey.’

All which is a most piteous story, and
yet dramatic. The poor ensign must have
been well-nigh crushed and heart-broken as
he dragged about his family from place to
place, pausing only for some fresh addition
to his burdens. The little Laurence’s won-
derful escape from the mill-wheel was, curi-
ously enough anticipated in the case of his
great-grandfather, who, we are told, ‘playing
near a mill, fell within a clow. There was
but one board or bucket wanting in the
whole wheel, but a gracious Providence so
ordered it that the void place came down
at that moment, else he had been inevitably
crushed to death.” His descendant probably
enough transferred this accident to himself,
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LIFE OF STERNE

my uncle’s wickedness and her own folly.
From this station the regiment was sent to
defend Gibraltar at the siege, where my
father was run through the body by Cap-
tain Philips* in a duel. (The quarrel began .
about a goose.) With much difficulty he
survived—though with an impaired constitu-
tion, which was not able to withstand the
hardships it was put to, for he was sent to
Jamaica, where he soon fell by the country
fever, which took away his senses first, and
made a child of him, and then, in a month
or two, walking about continually without
complaining, till the moment he sat down
in an arm-chair and breathed his last, which
was at Port Antonio, on the north of the
island. My father was a little, smart man
—active to the last degree in all exercises,
most patient of fatigue and disappointments
of which it pleased God to give him full
measure. He was in temper somewhat rapid
and hasty, but of a kindly, sweet disposition,
void of all design, and so innocent in his in-
tentions that he suspected mo one, while you
might have cheated him ten times in a day

* Philips’ name occurs in the list of officers in Chudleigh’s
regiment as Christopher Philips.

20












LIFE OF STERNE

of Captain Hinde. It is clear that his father
would have no opportunity of exhibiting such
pleasing eccentricities.



DR JAQUES STERNE AND
HIS NEPHEW









LIFE OF STERNE

On July 6th, 1788, he obtained a sizar-
ship, and on July 80th of the following
year he was elected scholar on Archbishop
Sterne’s foundation—of course, a sort of
family compliment. The only one of his
college friends whose name has reached us
was John Hall Stevenson, who was also to
obtain celebrity for his loose writings.
‘*Twas there,” says Sterne, ‘that I com-
menced a friendship with Mr H—— which
has been most lasting on both sides.” He
was ‘a gay spirited youth,’ according to Mr
Cole, the antiquary. ‘Tom Hall I recollect
well at college, where he was an ingenious
young gentleman, and very handsome.’ It
is odd that he does not recall his more bril-
liant and equally ‘ingenious’ companion. In
a letter, Morning Post memoir, it is stated
that ‘he read a great deal, laughed more,
and sometimes took the diversion of puz-
zling his tutors. He left Cambridge with
the character of an odd man, who had no
harm in him, and who had parts, if he
would use them.” It was at Cambridge
that he had the first of those pulmonary
attacks—the breaking of a blood-vessel in
his chest—which clung to him steadily all






LIFE OF STERNE

he was ordained priest, by Dr Samuel Pep-
loe, then Bishop of Chester, and became
the Reverend Laurence Sterne.

Through the interest of his uncle, Dr
Jaques Sterne, a person of great importance,
political and local, our new clergyman was
appointed to a vicarage close to York.
Ordained on August 20th, he was, on the
25th, inducted into the living of Sutton on
the Trent; it was in the gift of Archbishop
Blackburne. In July 1740 he took his
Master’s degree. In this year, his uncle
also obtained for him a Prebend in York
Cathedral, worth about £40 a year; with
this he also held the minor Prebend of
Pocklington, worth only £10. But he had
a house in Stonegate, near the archbishop’s
palace, where he could come ‘into resi-
dence.’ *

York was then a pleasant city to live in,
.with a theatre that had some reputation;
families came °for the season,” and there
was plenty of winter gaieties, and balls at
the Assembly Rooms. No place, however,

* The late Mr Durrant Cooper, F.S.A., furnished me with these
and many other important details. He possessed Sterne’s letters
of ordination which are now in the British Museum.
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He thus wrote to one of his political pa-
trons :—

My Lorp,— The Archbishop of Canter-
bury having some time ago applied to your
Grace in my favour, for succeeding Dr
Hayter in his Prebend at Westminster,
when it should become vacant by his pro-
motion, I hope your Grace will pardon my
application, upon Dr Hayter’s present pro-
motion. I am very sensible it does but ill
become me to mention to your Grace how
often, and at what a vast expense, I have,
for a number of years, been using my best
endeavours for promoting His Majesty’s ser-
vice in this country. But I hope your Grace
will the more readily excuse my naming it,
since I was so happy as to hear your Grace
express your approbation of my behaviour,
when you acquainted his present Grace of
Canterbury, then Archbishop of York, how
the Deanery of York was disposed of, and
was pleased to add, that though I could not
receive that mark of the King’s favour, yet
that some other was intended for me. There
is no doubt but your Grace will have many
applications for this Prebend, but if your
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‘My Lorp,—In obedience to your Grace'’s
commands, which were signified to me by
the Archbishop of York, Mr Goodricke, the
clerk whom Mr William recommended has
been collated to the Vicarage of Alborough.
I take the liberty of acquainting your Grace
with this instance of my duty, and shall con-
tinue to make the same living my option,
that, if any future occasion offers itself, I
may have again the honour of receiving your
commands about it.—Being, my Lord, your
Grace’s most dutiful and most obedient ser-
vant, JAQUES STERNE.

‘York, Nov. 10, 1750.°

It was foolish of the nephew to quarrel
with so valuable a patron. But Laurence
was too independent or perhaps too mercu-
rial to become a mere creature or tool.

‘ My uncle and myself,” he tells us, ‘were
then upon very good terms, for he soon got
me the Prebend of York; but he quarrelled
with me afterwards, because I would not
write paragraphs in the newspapers. Though
he was a party-man, I was not, and detested
such dirty work, thinking it beneath me.
From that period, he became my bitterest
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I tried to engage your mother to return to
England with me—she and yourself are at
length come, and I have had the inex-
pressible joy of seeing my girl everything
I wished her.

‘I have set down these particulars, relating
to my family and self, for my Lydia, tn case
hereqgfter she might have a curiosity, or a
kinder motive, to know them.’

Thus concludes the quaint and vivacious
little sketch which we could wish longer.



LOVE-MAKING AND MARRIED
LIFE









LIFE OF STERNE

left you every shilling of my fortune.”
Upon that she showed me her will. This
generosity overpowered me. It pleased God
that she recovered, and I married her in the
year 1741.°

Miss Lumley—‘ My L.’ as she is called in
the letters—came from Staffordshire, where
she had a small property. Her father was
Rector of Bedal. She is said to have had
a ‘fine voice’ and a good taste in music.
Some forty years later, his daughter pub-
lished her father’s love letters to her mother,
and incurred much censure for her °‘indeli-
cacy’’ in so doing. But it should be said
that Mrs Sterne herself had stipulated that
if any letters of her husband were published
these should be included. This daughter in-
troduces them with this odd apology,—

‘In justice to Mr Sterne’s delicate feel-
ings, I must here publish the following let-
ters to Mrs Sterne, before he married her,
when she was in Staffordshire. A good heart
breathes in every line of them.’

The intimacy of the lovers was fostered
by the aid and sympathy of a true confi-
dante. This lady—who in some way recalls
the gloomy mediatrix between Dora and

40
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Williams’s company. With his wife, he was
lodging in an old house in Stonegate which
was known to be the house which Sterne
occupied when he came to stay in York.
The local tradition was that he had written
his Tristram Shandy here, but this, of course,
was hardly likely. It was difficult, however,
to find a tenant for these quarters, as they
had the reputation of being haunted; but
the actor and wife, being very poor, could
not afford to despise the accommodation,
which was excellent and eke cheap. On
the first night of their occupation, as the
Minster clock tolled midnight, they were
startled by three vivid knocks on the panel,
and this visitation continued every night,
until they at last became quite accustomed
to it. No examination, however minute,
could discover the cause; it at last ceased,
and, curiously enough, simultaneously with
the death of an old strolling actor named
‘Billy Leng,” who lodged in the house. It
turned out that this man, being bedridden,
every night when he heard the Minster clock,
used to strike three blows with his crutch on
the floor to summon his wife to attend on

him.



LOVE-MAKING

For two years it went on. They were as
‘merry and as innocent as our first parents
in Paradise, before the archfiend entered that
undescribable scene,” when suddenly it went
forth that ‘My L.’ must return forthwith
to Staffordshire, to her sister Lydia, after-
wards married to ‘The Rev. Mr Botham,
Rector of Albany, in Surrey, and Ealing,
in Middlesex.” For, from being ‘as merry
and as innocent as our first parents,’ they
are on a sudden reduced to the depths of
an utterable anguish.

The way in which his emotions effected
Mr Sterne, if his own account be not exag-
gerated, was a little serious. Miss Lumley
came out to ‘D’Estella’ to have one last
look, and as soon as she had retired and
the last farewells were exchanged, he took to
his bed, ‘worn out by fevers of all kinds.’
The confidante, Miss S——, ‘from the fore-
bodings of the best of hearts,” was not far
away, and seeing him in this miserable con-
dition, wisely insisted on his making an effort,
and getting up and coming to her house.
Her presence had an odd, even comic, effect
on Mr Sterne’s feelings. ‘What can be the
cause, my dear L., that I never have been

43



LIFE OF STERNE

able to see the face of this mutual friend
but I feel myself rent in pieces?’ He was
induced to stay with her an hour, during
which ‘short space’ he seems to have grown
almost hysterical, for he ‘burst into tears a
dozen different times,’ and was visited ‘with
affectionate gusts of passion.’ In this critical
state Miss S—— was presently °constrained
to leave the room and sympathise in ker
dressing-room ;° which delicious expression
stands for a whole world of sentimental dis-
tresses and associations.

She returned, however, shortly, and thus
addressed the agitated lover,—‘I have been
weeping for you both,’ said she, in a tone
of the sweetest pity, ‘for poor L.’s heart I
have long known it,” and proceeds to ad-
minister other shapes of consolation. Com-
forted, yet not cured, Mr Sterne could only
‘answer her with a kind look and a heavy
sigh,’ and then withdrew to the absent Miss
Lumley’s lodgings, for he had found a sort
of dismal relief in promptly hiring them on
her departure. The maid ‘ Fanny,’ however,
was in the secret of his state, and had pre-
pared a little supper. (‘She is all attention
to me,” he wrote to his mistress.) But he

“
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ever smiled, had fled from all society; that
she verily believed I was broken-hearted, for
she had never entered the room, or passed
by the door but ske kheard me sigh heavily ;
that I never ate or slept or took pleasure in
anything as before.” Mr Sterne, than whom
none knew well how to perform on that
difficult instrument, woman’s heart, felt that
a little satisfied vanity would predominate
over sympathy with his sufferings.

The fate of these love letters is a curious
one. They were preserved for over twenty
years. Mr Sterne kept a regular letter-
book, making copies of all his own. Not
long before his death, being engrossed with
what was to prove his very last grande pas-
sion, ‘ambling it along on his haunches,’ he
turned back to these old effusions and copied
out the more effective passages to send to his
new mistress!*

Miss Lumley at last gave way. As we
have seen, she fell into a consumption, and
sitting with him one evening showed him
the will in which she had left him all her
fortune, telling him,—‘My dear Laury, I
can never be yours, for I verily believe I

[ ® Consult the Jowrnal ¢o Eliza. |
“ 1



LOVE-MAKING

have not long to live,’ ete. ‘This generosity,’
says the lover, naively enough, ‘overpowered
me.” We might be inclined to think that
up to this time he had been what is called
‘ shilly-shallying.” Overpowered as he was,
he ought never to have forgotten this hand-
some treatment. After which, the marriage
took place accordingly in the cathedral, as
we find from the registry.*

® ¢ Mrs Elisabeth Lumley of Little Alice Lane, within the
close of the Cathedral on S0th March 1741, Easter Monday—
Elizsabeth, daughter of Rev. Robert Lumley, Rector of
County Xork. Lydia, widow of T. Kirke, died about 1778.—

47
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LIFE OF STERNE

‘eternally bungles it in mating so simple as
a married man.” The pair were certainly
ill-matched, but then, where was the wife
that would have matched Parson Yorick ?
He was a mercurial, crazy being, passion-
ately fond of pleasure, quick, brilliant in his
ideas, ready with jest and epigram; whereas
it is clear that Mrs Sterne was a sober,
matter-of-fact ‘body,’ literal in her thoughts,
and not at all ‘keeping up’ to her lively
husband.

There cannot be the slightest doubt that
he drew her in Mrs Shandy,* though,
of course, the obstreperous, argumentative
Shandy must naturally have suggested such
a partner were it only to ‘bring him out.’
‘She had a way, ‘Mrs Shandy had,” and
that was never to refuse her assent and
consent to any proposition my father laid
before her, merely because she did not un-
derstand it, or had no idea to the principal
word or term of art upon which the tenet
or proposition rolled. She contented herself
with doing all that her godfathers and god-

* [The sketch given here of Mrs Sterne is not in accord with
what is now known of her temperament. She was far from be-

l‘v' a Mrs Shandy. Consult the Letter of John Croft to Caleb
hitefoord in Leiters and Miscellaniss. ]
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LIFE OF STERNE

her neck and bow behind. The point of the
matter is that below are written in Sterne’s
recognisable hand these words:—‘Mrs Sterne,
wife of Sterne.” In the corners is ‘Pigrich
Fecit.® Mr Sterne was fond of sketching,
but this effort of his art has a rather ugly
significance. The sketch seems to have
passed to the Bailiff of Guernsey, who
allowed M. Paul Stapfer to have it en-
graved for his étude, ‘ Laurence Sterne, sa
personne, et ses ouvrage.” Nathanial Haw-
thorne mentions that he saw in a shop in
Boston—the English Boston—a pair of por-
traits of Mr and Mrs Sterne, and adds that
he thought the lady disagreeable-looking.
At the first all went harmoniously enough.
The lady had musical tastes, the vicar played
on the bass viol and she accompanied him,
which prompted him to this absurdity—a
comic imitation of tuning the ‘cello,—
Ptr—r—r—ing —twing-twang — prut-prut.
'Tis a cursed bad fiddle! Do you know
whether my fiddle’s in tune or no? Trut—
prut. They should be fifths. ’Tis wickedly
strung—tr—a-e-i-o-u—twang—. The bridge
is a mile too high, and the °‘‘sound-post’’
absolutely down, else—trut—prut—. Hark!

5
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registry, and made the following truly Shan-
dean entry:—

8 s d
¢ Laid out in sushing the house,...c.c.cccaceeeee 12 0 O
¢ In stuccoing and bricking the hall,............ 4 60
¢ In building the chair-house,...c.cc.ccceeeeenans 5§ 00
¢ In building the par’. chimney,.....cccc000eeee 8$ 00O
¢ Spent in shaping the rooms, plastering, underdrawing, and

jobbing, God knows Aow muck/®
Another entry runs:—

‘In May 1745, a dismal storm of hail fell
upon this town, and upon some other adja-
cent ones, which did considerable damage
both to the windows and corn. Many of
the stones measured siz inches (/) in cir-
cumference. It broke almost all the south
and west windows, both of this house and
my vicarage at Stillington. L. STERNE.’

Not content with this prodigy, he later
sets down among the marriages and births,
another marvel:—

‘Hail fell in the midst of summer as
large as a pigeon’s egg, which unusual oc-
currence I thought fit to attest under my
own hand. L. STERNE.’

56
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chapmen for it, by ordering it to be cried
at my two parishes; but I find a greater
backwardness among my two flocks in this
respect than I had imagined.” This was
owing ‘to a greater prospect of hay and
other fodder than there was any expecta-
tion of about five weeks ago. It is with
the uttermost difficulty, and a whole morn-
ing’s waste of my lungs, that I have got
sufficient men to bid up to what you had
offered—namely, twelve pounds.” ‘I kave
put them qff," he says, ‘under pretence of
writing you word, but in truth to wait a
day or two to try the market and see what
can be got for it."*

It has always been accepted that the
sketch of Yorick was intended for himself.
During his life, indeed, he was often called
Yorick. Yorick’s parish was his own, and
the little oddities and incidents he describes
must assuredly have taken place at Sutton;
the Shandean humours—particularly the pat-
ent given to the midwife.

* See Gentloman’s Magazins, vol. 63, pt. 11, p. 587. This
letter is not included in the published collection. There are
many spurious letters—witness those in the E'mz»m Maga-
sine—s0 feebly and dumsily done as to ensure detection at
a glance. But this ‘Hay' letter bears the Sterne °cachet’
unmistakably. [The ‘ Hay’ letter has been reprinted in this
edition. It is numbered XX.]

&8






LIFE OF STERNE

frame and figure could have so long stood
the rough blasts and trying climate of
Yorkshire. He had miserable health and
may be said to have been always fighting
off consumption. Something was radically
wrong with his chest. At Cambridge he
had ‘broken a vessel in his lungs,” while
the Yorick of the story was subject to
‘an asthma’ (which he ‘caught by skating
against the wind’), and to ‘a vile cough.’
Perhaps, after all, the rude but stimulating
breezes and healthful air of Sutton and Cox-
would were of service, and gave strength to
that weak and ill-put-together frame.

With the ‘squire of the parish’—Squire
Harland—he was not on good terms; nor
is one of his pattern of mind, delighting in
sly and concealed humour, likely to be ever
acceptable to the rude boisterous ‘Westerns’
of a country district. Far more suitable is
an abundance ‘of a mysterious carriage of
body to cover the defects of the mind’—
Tristram’s translation of the French mot for
gravity—the best clerical garment that can
be put on. Among a few select friends,
that ‘life, and whim, and gaicté de ceeur’
must have made the Parson of Sutton a
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THE UNKNOWN O.
Verses occasioned by hearing a Pass-Bell.

By y° Rev®. M* St—n.

Hark® my gay Fr? y* solemn Toll

Speaks y® departure of a soul ;

*Tis gone, y'*® all we know—not where

Or how y° unbody® soul do’s fare—

In that mysterious © none knows,

But © alone to w™ it goes;

To whom departed souls return

To take their doom to smile or mourn.
Oh! by w' glimmering light we view

The unknown © we’re hast’ning to!

God has lock’d up y°® mystic Page,

And curtained darkness round y*© stage!

Wise ¥ to render search perplext

Has drawn ’twixt y* O & y° next

A dark impenetrable screen

All behind w" is yet unseen!

We talk of ¥, we talk of Hell,

But w! yy mean no tongue can telll

Heaven is the realm where angels are

And Hell the chaos of despair.

But what y**® awful truths imply,

None of us know before we die!

Wheth®™ we will or no, we must

Take the succeeding O on trust.
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This hour perhaps o F™ is well
Death-struck y® next he cries, Farewell,
I die! and yet for ought we see,
Ceases at once to breath and be—
Thus launch’d f™ life’s ambiguous shore
Ingulph’d in Death appears no more,
Then undirected to repair,

To distant ©® we know not where.
Swift flies the 2{, perhaps ’tis gone
A thousand leagues beyond the sun;
Or 2°° 10 thousand more 3°° told
Ere the forsaken clay is cold!
And yet who knows if Fr*d® we lov’d
Tho’ dead may be so far removed ;
Only y* vail of flesh between,
Perhaps yy watch us though unseen.
Whilst we, y'* loss lamenting, say,
They’re out of hearing far away ;
Guardians to us perhaps they’re near
Concealed in vehicles of air—
And yet no notices yy give
Nor tell us where, nor how yy live;
Tho’ conscious whilst with us below,
How much y™® desired to know—
As if bound up by solemn Fate
To keep the secret of y'* state,
To tell y'f joys or pains to none,
That man might live by Faith alone.
Well, let my sovereign if he please,
Lock up his marvellous decrees;
Why sh? I wish him to reveal
W* he thinks proper to conceal ?
()
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It is enough y' I believe

Heaven’s bright” y® I can conceive;
And he y! makes it all his care

To serve God here shall see him there!
But oh! w' O« shall I survey

The moment y! I leave y® clay?
How sudden y*® surprise, how new!
Let it, my God, be happy too— ¢

It will be recollected that Mrs Sterne had
a kind friend ‘in the south’ who had made
her a promise that if she ever married a

® When the French critic M. Stapfer was in England some
five-and-twenty Eﬁ?bdh.a a Guernsey friend of his — vice-
president of St llege in that island—showed him an
essay of Sterne’s which belonged to a York lady. This was a sort
of meditation on the plurality of worlds, no doubt suggested by
Fontenelle’s essay on the same subject. It is written in a pleas-
ing, natural style, and the m&ics are set forth in rather parable
way. It is addressed to a friend of his, Mr Cook. From the
style alone, and the various allusions—to the orchard for instance,
which was the scene of his meditation—and the handwriting,
there can be no doubt of its authenticity. Sterne’s handwriting
is unmistakable, and can be recognised at once by anyone
familiar with autographs; and this piece was duly compared
with mens of Sterne’s handwriting, and was admitted by
all to his. In one of his Sutton entnes, it will be remem-
bered, he speaks of his orchard. The essay is of some length,
::fd I am tempted to place some characteristic extracts before the

ers—

‘So far I had indulg’d y* extravagance of my fancy when I
bethought myself it was bedtime, and I dare swear you will say it
was high time for me to go to sleep.

‘I went to bed accordingly. From that time I know not what
happen’d to me, till by d I found myself in a new state of
being, without any remembrance or suspicion that I had ever
existed before, growing up ually to reason and manhood, as
I had done here. The world I was in was vast and commodious.
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good friend presented Amanda’s husband.
‘In April, 1748, the Rev. Richard Musgrave
and the Rev. Richard Levette had died,
which caused a vacancy in the prebendal
stall of Stillington. Attached to the stall
was an incumbency, only a short distance
from Sutton, worth forty-seven pounds a
year. There was besides a profit rent of a
house in York, amounting to the moderate
sum of one pound six-and-eightpence. On
the 18th of March the formal mandate for
his induction was issued. He had thus be-
come a sort of small pluralist, holding three
prebends and three rectories.* Nothing could
be more convenient. It was but two miles
or so away from Sutton; by a little stretch
of speech, it might be almost considered in
the same parish. It was so happily situated
that he could perform service at both places
of a Sunday without inconvenience; and
Stillington Church, where he preached, was
justly admired as an elegant specimen of
Gothic. Old Sutton Church still shows the
dark oak pews (old-fashioned, closely grained
as marble, and black as ebony) where Mr

* On the 3d of March a dispensation had been granted to him
to hold these various livings together.
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devote to such homely duties. But, as it
will be seen, our vicar contrived to live in
sufficient bustle, hurrying constantly into
York, dining and stopping with neighbours.
He had many friends, while the intrigues
and factions of York furnished him with
plenty of excitement.

It will be remembered that he met at
Cambridge the loose and clever John Hall
Stevenson, the owner of Crazy Castle, and
writer of Crazy Tales. As he was Sterne’s
fast friend — companions, perhaps, for the
friendships of the dissolute are not very
fast—some account of him may be found
interesting. About that time Dr Carlyle,
the writer of some entertaining memoirs,
was at the ‘Granby’ at Harrogate, where
the two gentlemen were who pleased him
much—*‘hands of the first water,” a friend
styled them. This was Mr Hall and Colonel
Charles Lee, an American, who were both
intimates of Yorick. Hall appeared to be a
‘ highly-accomplished and well-bred gentle-
man.” A few days later they all sat up
drinking together till six in the morning.

Skelton Castle, known as Crazy Castle,
rose from the edge of a dull and solemn
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curiosity, and it is believed that this ‘inge-
nious young gentleman’ was one of the un-
holy brotherhood.*

With this godless fraternity has Mr
Sterne’s name been associated, and cer-
tainly without warrant.t At the same time
it must be conceded that, by his close fel-
lowship with these merry but abandoned
men, he has fairly laid himself open to the
charge of partnership in their transgressions.
And there is a Latin quotation in ZTristram,
which has perhaps never been noticed, but
which shows that, through his friend Hall,
he was familiar with one of the secret pass-
words, as it were, of this Medmenham So-
ciety.] Mr Hall had travelled much, and
had taken the necessary degree, by making
the Grand Tour many times. But unfor-
tunately for his reputation, the course his
reading took, and the society into which his
ideas led him, seem to have hopelessly de-

*Such as are curious about the manners and habits of this
strange society may consult the New Foundling Hospital for Wit,

where there is a description of the ‘ Abbey ' by Mr Wilkes; also
Johnstone’s Chrysal, with the key given in Davis's Olio.

4 See an entertaining Topographical Article in the Quarterly—
on Berkshire,

1 See Tristram Shandy, vol. v. chap. 36, beginning—‘An obser-
vation of Aristotle’s,’ etc.
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praved his tastes, even below the degraded
standard then fashionable with men of the
world; and, in the year 1762, he so far out-
raged public decency as to put forth a col-
lection of metrical stories, entitled Crazy
Tales, which Mr Elwin, the late accom-
plished editor of the Quarterly, has most
justly described as ‘infamous.” But it is
more surprising that, in 1795, an editor
should have been found to undertake the
pious office of collecting these uncleanly
remains, assisted by ‘the worthy representa-
tive of the author’s family, John Wharton,
Esquire, of Skelton Castle, Member of Par-
liament for Beverly,’—who, ‘with the utmost
liberality and politeness, presented the pub-
lisher with corrected copies of the greater
part of these works.’

It is well known that it was in the
library at Skelton that Sterne made most
of his Pantagruelis studies. It was well
stored with those rare and curious oddities,
written after the pattern of Rabelais, which,
however, were not rare then, or were not
sought for as they are now. Here he primed
‘himself for Shandy. 1 will not say a word
for these curios, save that it must be borne
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in mind that the coarseness and grossness of
three centuries ago was regarded simply as
humour, as a truthful statement, or, as we
say, calling a spade a spade. Among the
lowest classes there are allusions and state-
ments common enough, but accepted as a
matter of historic or literal statement, but
which would shock ears polite. On these
volumes, such as the rare Serées of Bouchet,
Mr Sterne browsed; here he found the nasal
literature, as it might be, and many a queer,
comic story, which he later ‘adapted’ for
Shandy.*

Sterne liked Crazy Castle. From many
quarters of the Continent his heart, untrav-
elled, fondly turned to the old walls. He
delighted in the print of it on ¢Crazy
Tales,” done by Stevenson himself; and far
away, at Toulouse, looks at it ‘ten times a
day, with a gquando te aspiciam.” He hon-
ours the man ‘who has given the world an
idea of our parental seat.” ‘Oh,’ he breaks
out, ‘how are you all at Crazy Castle?’
He was always scared at the notion of the
sacrilegious masons, and pleaded hard and

* Dr Ferrier actually came upon the copy of the Serdss which
Sterne had used at Skelton.
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frowning, could not but enjoy his company.
‘She swears you are a fellow of wit, though
humorous,—a funny, jolly soul, though some-
what splenetic, and (bating the love of woman)
as honest as gold.” If they talked together
in the same droll, Cervantic fashion in which
they do in their letters, their company must
have been entertaining indeed.

He figures in Shandy as Eugenius. He
was sometimes visited by a sort of hypo-
chondriacal humour, which usually preyed
on him when the wind was in the east.
When Crazy Castle was full of company, it
was no surprise, of some sharp morning, to
find their host absent, and suffering a moody
imprisonment in his room, so long as the
wind was in this obnoxious quarter. His
humour was known and accepted without
astonishment. Upon the quaint, old-fash-
ioned clock-tower was a weather-cock, which
was in full view of Eugenius’s room; and
when he rose in the morning, his first
glance was at the fatal arrow, and its direc-
tion regulated the destiny of the day. This
was a favourite subject for standing jests
between them. To this friend Mr Sterne
could be as Shandean, when scribbling, as
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was Hall Stevenson again! But a few days
later the cord broke, and he relapsed.*

At a distance this friend seems always
solicitous about this dangerous flaw in his
character, and is always ready with cheering
words and suitable encouragement. ‘I re-
joice from my heart down to my reins,’
he writes from Toulouse, ‘that you have
snatched so many happy and sunshiny days
out of the hands of the blue-devils. If we
live to meet and join our forces as hereto-
fore, we will give these gentry a drubbing,
and turn them for ever out of their usurped
citadel. Some legions of them have been put
to flight already; and I hope to have a hand
in dispersing the remainder the first time my
dear cousin sets up his banners again under
the square tower.’

At his castle, Hall established a society
which was called the ‘Demoniacs,” one of
the usual drinking clubs.

Of the ‘Demoniacs’ was the Reverend
Robert Lascelles, one of the Harewood
family—a sort of joker in orders, quite
after Mr Sterne’s own heart—a Cervantic
priest. He was known among the brother-

® This device is also related of the ingenious ‘ Tom’ Sheridan.
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his praises. He is described as ‘a sensible
old gentleman, but much of a humorist.’
Another of these merry men was one
alluded to as ‘ Don Pringello,’ an architect
which name is clearly a disguise for Pringle.
The person who is alluded to as ‘Cardinal
S——,’ in Mr Sterne’s remembrances at the
close of his letters, was °great Scroope,’ a
well-known Yorkshire name. He sends his
love frequently to ‘the two Colonels,” one
of whom was Colonel Hall, a relation of
the host; the other possibly the Colonel
Lee whom we saw figuring at Harrogate.
This was not very edifying company for
the Vicar of Sutton. It will be recollected
that, in the story Eugenius is always put
forward as giving sound advice to his friend,
begging of him to conform more to the
ways and humour of those about him.
Eugenius was always prophesying that his
enemies would certainly be too much for
him—in which forecast he showed sagacity
—outlived his friend many years, and was
long known as ‘Crazy Hall,” and the Euge-
nius of Sterne. One who saw him in the
year 1775, and was struck by the ‘odd,
thin figure in a dark scratch wig—the more
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remarkable as everybody’s hair was then
powdered.” The same eccentricity broke out
in other members of the family, and in one
of the histories of Cleveland there is to be
found a very amusing account of an odd
lady, whose strange ways were well known
through the country.
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dicular height, with a breadth of back and
a sesquipedality of belly which might have
done honour to a sergeant in the Horse
Guards, waddling through the dirt upon the
vertebree of a little diminutive pony.” He
was often seen on the Yorkshire bridle-
roads, strangely mounted, hurrying away to
assist the ladies of ‘ Tom O’Stiles,’ or ‘John
Noakes,” in their illnesses; familiar, too, in
the City of York, in other directions besides
his profession—and odious as a fly in the
political ointment to the high apostles of
loyalty who ruled the city.*

Romney was at this time a pupil of
Steele, an indifferent portrait-painter, who
was then travelling from town to town as
‘an itinerant dauber.” He came to York
about the year 1754 or 1755, and his studio
was often visited by the Viecar of Sutton.
But Mr Sterne took more notice of the
work of the pupil than of the master, and,
with a discrimination which did credit to
his judgment, praised and encouraged the
youth who showed such promise. Such

* Dr Belcomb also assured Dr Ferrier that this tradition was
long kept alive in York.

+[Exactly 1756-57.]
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ties, which near the close of his life he dis-
posed of to receive an annuity for his wife.
He made excavations, opening mounds—
‘Dane’s Hills,” at Skepwith and other
places. He had studied medicine abroad
under Boerhaave. At one time he ‘broke’
for the large sum of £5000. He had un-
luckily written that ¢five-shillings book’ in
midwifery, garnished with appalling plates,
in one of which was depicted the author’s
own invention of a forceps—‘the author’s
New Extractor’ as he described it, which
was furnished with claws, a ‘steel slider’
and jagged teeth. We know the ridicule
with which both book and forceps were
treated in Skandy. It was a work really in
advance of its time, being stored with prac-
tical cases and examples, without the useless
speculation which disfigures most medical
treatises of the day. Long after his death,
it received a posthumous tribute in the
shape of a French translation, and in its
new shape the famous plates were intro-
duced to the French °‘chirurgien-accouch-
eurs.’

The ‘five-shillings book’ was entitled, 4An
Essay Towards a Complete New System,
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his list of authorities. Mr Sterne has given
the mistake immortality in a note:—*‘Mr
Tristram Shandy has been led into this
error, either from seeing Lithopedus’s name
of late in a catalogue of learned writers in
Dr ,” or by mistaking Lithopedus for
Trinecavellius, from the too great similitude
of the names.’

He also wrote a work on the ° Non-
naturals,” a topic which was a favourite
with Mr Shandy.

Dr Slop, as we know, is represented as a
Catholic, and as a very disagreeable specimen
of that faith. It is not quite clear, how-
ever, what his creed was. In this dedica-
tion to Archbishop Herring, he certainly
spesks of ‘your warm attachment to our
laws and religion,’ and ‘of the days of igno-
rance, superstition and slavery.” And in a
letter to Dr Ducavel, he writes of the
Archbishop of Canterbury as being ‘so de-
servedly at the head of our Church.” He
was at least considered a Jacobite and a
favourer of the proscribed religion.

He incurred the enmity of Dr Sterne,
who persecuted him relentlessly. This arose
from his opposing the Archdeacon on the







LIFE OF STERNE

his victim. It was later stated that he had
even suborned witnesses. The luckless doc-
tor was sent to London, kept in prison for
a year, and at last discharged, much suffer-
ing in person and pocket. Lord Carteret
addressed a letter of reprimand to the cler-
gyman for his excess of zeal, and the cor-
poration refused to grant him their freedom.
In 1751, the doctor got into another squab-
ble with Mr Thomson, at a city feast, when
he refused to drink some extra-loyal toast.
This led to a pamphlet in which he was
charged with ‘popish’ tendencies. We hear
of him at a ball at the Assembly Rooms,
where he fell and sprained his foot. He
died in 1772, having survived his enemy,
the author of Shandy, some few years.

It seems extraordinary that Sterne should
have drawn him with so much personality.
Living, as he was, in the same city, or close
to it, his situation would have been awk-
ward and almost unendurable. Such gross
ridicule seems all but incredible, and could
only have been prompted by a sense of
security, for the poor doctor had so many
enemies to deal with that he would have
thought his caricatures the most harmless.

90






LIFE OF STERNE

the name—who was to prove as mercurial
and wayward as her father.

He was now gaining reputation as a sort
of ‘star preacheder,” and was invited to
preach at York on ‘showy’ occasions. Two
of these deliverances deserve notice. One
was a charity sermon for the Bluecoat
Schools of York.

Good Friday, in the year 1747, was the
rather strange day selected; and the sermon
itself was the first work of Mr Sterne’s that
appeared in print. It is also curious as be-
ing the token of his affection he selected to
send to one of the earlier objects whom he
distinguished with his attentions. The sub-
ject was — ‘The Case of Elijjah and the
Widow of Zarephath considered: A Charity
Sermon, preached on Good Friday, April
17, 1747, in the Parish Church of St
Michael-le-Belfrey, before the Right Hon-
ourable the Lord Mayor, Aldermen and
Sheriffs, at the Annual Collection for the
Support of Two Charity Schools.” The text
was the miracle of the barrel of meal ‘that
wasted not,” and the cruise of oil that did
not ‘fail.’ The Shandean handling, as ap-
plied to sermons, was to appear some years
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Great Master of Nature,” and the quotation,
not so well worn then as now,—

The man that hath not music in his soul,’ ete.,

—declaiming it as he had no doubt heard it
declaimed upon the York boards.

But far more important was the ‘Assize
Sermon,’ delivered before the Judges. He
was chaplain to the High Sheriff—‘ Sir W.
Pennyman, Bart.’—so that it was probably
an official duty.

Seven or eight years later, when he was
getting his 7'ristram puppets in order, he
found his brockure, and the happy notion
occurred to him of preaching it once more,
not to assize judges and lawyers, but to a
more humorous congregation, consisting of
Dr Slop, Mr Shandy, and my Uncle Toby.
The notes and interruptions being thus in-
geniously fitted to the sermon (which was
written long before), and the sermon itself
not being originally intended for such adorn-
ments, show how very dramatic in their
character were those serious compositions,
and how they held in themselves, at a mo-
ment’s notice, as it were, all the elements
of Shandean comedy, ‘Can the reader be-

94









CATHEDRAL QUARRELS









LIFE OF STERNE

ungrateful person.” This is likely enough
the true reason for the breach.®* The un-
grateful person had refused some guerdon
and his deperdant had struck work.

Further, Sterne himself was exactly not
correct in boasting himself no party man,
for he took part in the cathedral dissen-
sions, wrote pamphlets on his own account,
etc. But it will be seen that there was a
family quarrel raging between uncle and
. nephew.

This hearty dislike of Dr Sterne’s was
also inflamed by their somewhat constrained
association in the cathedral work. The
uncle, however, exhibited his animosity
without the least regard to propriety. He,
in fact, persecuted the unfortunate Lau-
rence, and tried to injure him in many
ways. In one instance, he exhibited a spite
and malevolence that seems incredible, and
the incident is worth describing as a speci-
men of the little quarrels and intrigues of
the cathedral circle.

It was customary, when one of the canons
or prebendaries was prevented taking his turn

* [For coffee-house gossip on the breach, see the Letter of John
Croft to Caleb Whitefoord in Letters and Miscellanies. ]
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of preaching, to allow him to engage a sub-
stitute, which put a few pounds in the pocket
of some of his poorer brethren. The Rev.
Laurence, having already shown talent in this
line, was occasionally applied to. It is un-
conceivable that his uncle should have inter-
posed to prevent his benefiting by this meagre
aid. In a letter* of bitter complaint addressed
to Archdeacon Blackburn, author of a book
that made some noise, The Confessional, all
the curious phases of the incident are set out
in a very natural, unaffected way :—

SurToN, Nov. 8, 1750.

‘ DEAR Sir,— Being last Thursday at York
to preach the Dean’s turn, Hilyard the Book-
seller who had spoke to me last week about
Preaching y™, in case you should not come
y'self told me, He had just got a Letter from
you directing him to get it supplied—But
with an intimation, that if I undertook it,
that it might not disoblige your Friend the
Precentor. If my Doing it for you in any
way could possibly have endangered that,
my Regard to you on all accounts is such,

. [lFor the complete text, see Letter V. in Letters and Miscella-
niss.
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that you may depend upon it, no considera-
tion whatever would have made me offer
my service, nor would [ upon any Invita-
tion have accepted it, Had you incautiously
press’d it upon me; And therefore that my
undertaking it at all, upon Hilyards telling
me he should want a Preacher, was from a
knowledge, that as it could not in Reason,
so it would not in Fact, give the least
Handle to what you apprehended. I would
not say this from bare conjecture, but known
Instances, having preached for so many of
Dr Sternes most Intimate Friends since our
Quarrel without their feeling the least marks
or most Distant Intimation, that he took it
unkindly. In which you will the readier
believe me, from the following convincing
Proof, that I have preached the 29th of
May, the Precentor’s own turn, for these
two last years together (not at his request,
for we are not upon such terms) But at the
Request of Mr Berdmore whom he desired
to get them taken care of, which he did,
By applying Directly to me without the
least Apprehension or scruple—And If my
preaching it the first year had been taken
amiss, I am morally certain that Mr Berd-
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indeed should have said to him, most of
what I have said. to you. But that the
Insufferableness of his behaviour (sic) put it
out of my Power. The Dialogue between us
had something singular in it, and I think I
cannot better make you amends for this irk-
some Letter, than by giving you a particu-
lar Acct of it and the manner I found my-
self obliged to treat him whed by the by, I
should have done with still more Roughness
But that he sheltered himself under the
character of y* Plenipo: How far His
Excellency exceeded his Instructions you
will percieve (sic) I know, from the acct I
have given of the hint in your Letter, wech
was all the Foundation for what pass’d. I
step’d into his shop, just after sermon on
All Saints, when with an air of much
gravity and importance, he beckond me to
follow him into an inner Room; no sooner
had he shut the Door (sic) but, with the
aweful solemnity of a Premier who held a
Letter de Cachét upon whose contents my
Life or Liberty depended—after a minuits
Pause, — He thus opens his Commission.
Sir—My Friend the A. Deacon of Cleve-
land not caring to preach his turn, as I
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seeches me to let the matter pass, and to
preach the turn. When I—as Percy com-
plains in Harry y°® 4—

All smarting with my wounds
To be thus pesterd by a Popinjay,
Out of my Grief and my Impatience
Answerd neglectingly, I know not what
. for he made me mad
To see him shine so bright & smell so sweet
& talk so like a waiting Gentlewoman

Bid him be gone & seek Another fitter
for his turn. But as I was too angry to have
the perfect Faculty of recollecting Poetry,
however pat to my case, so I was forced to
tell him in plain Prose tho’ somewhat elevated
—That I would not preach, & that he might
get a Parson where he could find one.

‘It is time to beg pardon of you for
troubling you with so long a letter upon so
little a subject—which as it has proceeded
from the motive I have told you, of ridding
you of uneasiness, together with a mixture
of Ambition not to lose either the Good
Opinion, or the outward marks of it, from
any man of worth and character, till I have
done something to forfeit them. I know
your Justice will excuse.
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There is an impetuosity and controversial
vehemence in all this, which shows that our
divine was at this time much more of ‘a
party man’ than he was inclined to admit.
In the later and more notable portion of
his career he was much more gentle, and
his contact with an admiring world seems
to have softened his nature. The corre-
spondence, however, reveals a regular pic-
ture of the life in a cathedral town; for we
are shown a bookseller arranging the ‘turns’
of the preacher, and actively trafficking in
them according to favour or prejudice. The
result, however, proved that the bookseller
was justified in putting his questions. He
was in terror of Dr Sterne’s wrath, as will
be seen from the following letter:—

‘Surron, Nov. 12, 1750.

‘When I set pen to paper in my last
there was much less of spleen at the bot-
tom of my Heart than there was of desire
(as I hinted then) to have your good opin-
ion—you tell me 1 have that, and I assure
you there 1s no Man’s I am prouder of:—
How much I am sure it will add to what
little reputation T have, I will not offend
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rapidity of my conference given me the
least leisure to have thought on, I could
not have uttered so undeserved and fast a
reply as I did (what is that, &c.) which
though directly meant as a rebuke to Hil-
yard, Yet 1 am even sorry the expression
escaped me. It was my anger and not me,
so I beg this may go to sleep in peace
with the rest which I never had an inclina-
tion or even a power to remember, had you
not desired it......... ** ete., ete., ete.

His uncle soon found out what was go-
ing on, and interposed. For malignity and
family animosity his letter can hardly be
matched. He wrote:—

‘Decem. 6, 1750.

‘Goop MR ARrcHDEAcON,— I will beg
leave to rely upon your Pardon for taking
the Liberty I do with you in relation to
your Turns of preaching in the Minster.
What occasions it is, Mr Hilyard’s employ-
ing the last time the Only person wunaccept-
able to me in the whole Church, an ungrate-
Jul and unworthy nephew of my own, the

* [The conclusion of this letter the editor is unable to dis-
cover.]
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while he indulged in beautiful sentiment.
This gross charge has been always accepted
chiefly owing to a thoughtless passage in one
of Walpole’s conversations with Mr Pinker-
ton,— ‘I know from indubitable authority
that his mother, who kept a school, having
run in debt, on account of an extravagant
daughter, would have rotted in a jail if the
parents of her scholars had not raised a sub-
scription for her. Her own son had too
much sentiment to have any feeling. A
dead ass was more important to him than
a living mother.” Byron put this epigram-
matically, and thus helped the circulation of
the story, saying that ‘he preferred whining
over a dead ass to relieving a living mother.’
And Mr Thackeray, in our time gave renewed
vitality to the tale.*

It will be seen that all Mr Walpole learned
upon his ‘indubitable authority’ was the sim-
ple facts of Mrs Sterne’s distress, and the sub-
scription raised for her. It was quite con-

* Thackeray, who was nothing but a novelist, until he chose to
turn historian and employed the late Mr Hannay to collect his
facts for him, shows equal prejudice and ignorance in dealing
with Sterne. He found him a capital subject for the cheap
‘clap-trap’ utterance that would ‘take’ in a public lecture-
room, and he was at once scornful and sarcastic on poor Sterne’s
devices. Yet Thackeray’s own writing is often quite open to
such a charge.
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it, and secondly as I had reason to think
your passions were pre-engaged in this affair,
or that the respect you owed my wife as a
gentlewoman would be a check against their
breaking out; and consequently that you
would be more likely to give her a candid
hearing which was all I wished, and indeed,
all that a plain story to be told without Art
or Management could possibly stand in want
of. As you had thought proper to concern
yourself in my Mother’s complaints against
me, I took it for granted you could not
deny me so plain a piece of Justice, so that
when you write me word back by my ser-
vant ‘‘you desired to be excused from any
conference with my wife, but that I might
appear before you.”’ As I foresaw such an
interview with the sense I had of such a
treatment was likely to produce nothing but
an angry expostulation (which could do no
good, but might do hurt), 1 begged in my
turn to be excused, and as you had already
refused so unexceptionable an offer of hear-
ing my defence, I supposed in course, you
would be silent for ever after upon that
head, and therefore I concluded with saying
‘““as I was under no necessity of applying
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‘Accordingly about 8 months ago he took
an opportunity of making you this request,
which he told me you desired only to defer
till the hurry of your Nunnery cause was
over.

¢Since the determination of that office, he
has put you in mind of what you gave me
hopes of, but without success; you having
(as he tells me) absolutely refused now to
hear one word of what I have to say. The
denying me this piece of common right is
the hardest measure that a man in my situa-
tion could receive, although the whole incon-
venience of it may be thought to fall as in-
tended, directly upon me, yet I wish Dr
Sterne a great part of it may not rebound
upon yourself. For why, may any one ask,
why will you interest yourself in a com-
plaint against your Nephew if you are de-
termined against hearing what he has to say
for himself?—and if you thus deny him every
opportunity he seeks of doing himself justice.
Is it not too plain you do not wish to find
him justified, or that you do not care to lose
the uses of such a handle against him? How-
ever it may seem to others, the case appearing
in this light to me it has determined me con-
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to go so far back, nor do I recsll it to your
memory by way of recrimination for any
seeming cruelty of yours towards me then
(for the favours I received after gave me
reason to forget it), and besides, I think you
were the best judge of what you had to do
in such a case, and were only accountable
to God and your own conscience. But I
previously touch upon this particuler for the
sake of a single reflection which I shall make
and turn to my account bye and bye.
‘From my father’s death to the time I
settled in the world, which was eleven years,
my mother lived in Ireland, and as during
all that time I was not in a condition to
furnish Aer with money, I seldom heard
from her, and when I did the account I
severally had was, that by the help of an
embroidery school that she kept, and by
the punctual payment of her pension, which
is £20 a year, she lived well, and would
have done so to this hour had not the news
that I had married a woman of fortune hast-
ened her over to England. She has told
you, it seems, ‘‘that she left Ireland then
upon my express invitation.”” This, it
seems, was not the case. Her son ‘‘rep-
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time she was with us, to turn her thoughts
to some way of depending upon her own
industry, in which we offered her all imag-
inable assistance, first by proposing to her
that, if she would set herself to learn the
business of a mantua maker, as soon as she
could get insight enough into it to make a
gown and set up for herself, that we would
give her £30 to begin the world and sup-
port her till business fell in, or, if she would
go into a milliner’s shop in London, my
wife engaged not only to get her into a
shop where she should have £10 a year
wages, but to equip her with cloathes, ete.,
properly for the place; or lastly, if she liked
it better, as my wife had then an opportu-
nity of recommending her to the family of
one of the first of our nobility, she under-
took to get her a creditable place in it
where she would receive no less than £8 or
£10 a year wages, with other advantages.
My sister showed no seeming opposition to
either of the two last proposals till my wife
had wrote and got a favourable answer to
the one and an immediate offer of the
other.

‘It will astonish you, sir, when I tell you
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she rejected them with the utmost scorn,
telling me I might send my own children
to service when I had any, but for her
part, as she was the daughter of a gentle-
man, she would not disgrace herself, but
would live as such. Notwithstanding so ab-
surd an instance of her folly, which might
have disengaged me from any further con-
cern, yet I persisted in doing what I thought
was right, and though after this the tokens
of our kindness were neither so great nor
so frequent as before, yet nevertheless we
continued sending what we could conve-
niently spare.

‘It is not usual to take receipts for pres-
ents made, so that I have not many vouch-
ers of that kind, and my mother has morc
than once denyed the money I have sent
her, even to my own face, I have little ex-
pectation of such acknowledgements as she
ought to make. But this I solemnly de-
clare, upon the nearest computation we can
make, that in money, cloaths, and other
presents, we are more than £90 poorer for
what we have given and remitted to them.
In one of the remittances (which was the
‘summer my sister’s visit), and which, as T

181



LIFE OF STERNE

tune and that long train of difficulties and
drawbacks with which you know I began
the world, as, namely, the whole debt of
my school education, cloathing, etc., for
nine years together, which came upon me
the moment I was able to pay it. To this
a great part of the expense of my educa-
tion at the University, too scantily defrayed
by my Cousin Sterne, with only £30 a year,
and the last out of my Wife’s fortune and
chargeable upon it in case my wife should
be left a widow. This she added was your
particular advice, which without better evi-
dence I am not yet willing to believe;
because though you do not yet know the
particulars of my Wife’s fortune—you must
know so much of it, was such an event as
my death to happen shortly, without such a
burden as this upon my widow and my
child, that Mrs Sterne would be as much
distressed and as wundeservedly so as any
widow in G*. Britain; and though I know
as well as you and my Mother that I have
a power in law to lay her open to all the
terrors of such a melancholy situation—that
I feel I have no power in equity or in con-
science to do so; and T will add in her
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taken, for though she heard me with atten-
tion, yet as soon as she had got the money
into her pocket, she told me with an air of
the utmost insolence ‘‘ That as for going
back to live in Ireland, she was determined
to show me no such sport; that she had
found I had married a wife who had
brought me a fortune, and she was resolved
to enjoy her share of it, and live the rest
of her days at her ease, either at York or
Chester.”’

‘T need not swell this letter with all 1
said upon the unreasonableness of such a
determination, it is sufficient to inform you
that all I did say proving to no purpose I
was forced to leave her in her resolution,
and notwithstanding so much provocation,
I took my leave with assuring her ‘‘ That
though my Income was strait I should not
forget I was a son, though she had forgot
she was a mother.”’

‘From Liverpool, as she had determined,
she went with my sister to fix at Chester,
where though she had little just grounds
for such an expectation, she found me bet-
ter than my word, for we were kind to her
above our power, and common justice to
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where it was not due, and the utter impos-
sibility I was under of making up so many
deficiencies.

‘The false modesty of not being able to
declare this, has made me thus long to pay
and my Mother, and to this clamour raised
against me; and since 1 have made known
thus much of my condition as an honest
man, it becomes me to add tkat, I think I
have no right to apply one shilling of my
Income to any other purpose but that of
laying by a provision for my wife and child:
and that it will be time enough (if then) to
add somewhat to my Mothers pension of
£20 a year when I have as much to leave
my Wife, who besides the duties I owe her
of a Husband and the father of a dear child,
has this further claim ;—that she, whose bread
I am thus defending was the person who
brought it into the family, and whose birth
and education would ill enable her to strug-
gle in the world without it—that the other
person who now claims it from her, and has
raised us so much sorrow uppon that score,
brought not one sixpence into the family,—
and though it would give me pain enough
to report it upon any other occasion, that
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which becomes a man inclined to be grate-
ful, and that, I am, Sir,

‘Your once much obliged though now
‘Your much injured nephew,

‘ LAURENCE STERNE.

‘SurTON ON THE FOREST,
‘April 5, 1751." *

It is clear from this that Dr Sterne had
taken up the widow’s case, not so much
from sympathy as with a view of harassing
and blackening his nephew. He had also,
as the latter says, estranged this daughter
by his ‘wickedness, and her own folly.’

. ied by permission of Mr Rob. Cole of Upper Norton
Street from a copy carefully made by some person for Mr
Godfrey Bosvile formerly of Gurthwaite, and bought by Mr
Cole with many other papers of Mr Bosvile, July 25, 1851.
A copy of a letter wrote by Laurence Sterne, author of Tristram
Shandy, to his uncle, Dr Sterne, April 5, 1751. [The copy of this
letter is now in the British Museum. Mr Fitzgerald clearly mis-
;;:d ti)e proper names. See Letter VII in Letters and Miscel-

ies.
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ing she was ‘engaged to the Cowpers,’
while he, passionately fond of music, had
set his heart on going to the York concert
with his friend Fothergill.

These conferences seem to have borne
some fruit; and, later, Mr Sterne is glad to
hear ‘some of the rubbish is removed, in
order to your edification, which, I hope, will
not be long delayed.” And then we get a
characteristic glimpse of the Sterne conjugal
relations. ‘I tore off,” writes Mr Sterne to
Mr Blake, ‘the bottom of yours before I
let my wife see it, to save a lye. However,
she has since discovered the curtailment, and
seem’d very desirous of knowing what it con-
tain’d—which I conceal, and only say ’twas
something that no way concerned ker or me;
so say the same if she interrogates.” That
little ‘to save a lye’ was plainly a little
awkward secret of Mr Sterne’s, and it is
curious to find him writing his friend to
tell a lie to ‘save a lye.’

These difficulties being accommodated, Mr
Blake was anxious to see his friend at his
house in York; and Mr Sterne having, in
some way, incurred the enmity of some of
the parties in the affair, writes a practical
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and sensible explanation of the motives for
declining.

‘DEAR BLAKE,—It is not often, if ever,
I differ much from you in my judgment of
things, therefore you must bear with me
now in remonstrating against the impro-
priety of my coming just at this crists.
You have happily now concluded this affair,
web has been so often upon the eve of break-
ing off, and my coming would be the most
unseasonable visit ever paid by mortal man.
Consider in what light Mrs Ash and Miss
must have hitherto look’d upon me, and
should it ever come to light that I had
posted over upon this termination of y* dif-
ferences, I know it would naturally alarm
them, and raise a suspicion I had come over
to embroil matters. Things being already
settled, ’twould be thought I could have no
other errand. But you seem to have a for-
boding of the same evil by yr desiring me
to come privately. 1 have weighed the
point wtt my wife a full hour, and she
thinks we should not stake the disgust yt
may possibly be given upon the ckance of
my coming being kept a secret; for if I
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come to-night I must stay all night, w
will discover it. If to-morrow morning,
both roads and streets will be full, as 'tis
Martinmas day, and 1 declare I would not
have my being with you known over the
way for fifty pounds. I know you will do
me the justice to believe I would run 7
times as far any other road to do you a 7t
part of the kindness you ask. But I verily
believe, web, by the by, makes me easy at
heart, in my present staying at home, that
you will do as well without me. If I can
be of service, it must be in case some un-
forseen objection shd arise in either party,
when you may whistle me to you in a2 mo-
ment’s warning. However, my dear friend,
if, after all, you think it necessary for you
that we should have an hour’s talk, I will
give up my own judgmt to yr™, and come
over early to-morrow morning, tho’ I rather
wish, as does my wife, you would be ruled
by us; and depend upon y* own good abili-
ties, weh, I'm sure, are sufficient to carry
you thro’ now with safety and honor. I
send my service to no mortal soul —and
pray command y* people to say nothing of
y* lad’s being here to-day. 1 wish to God
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it again, keep clear of him by all means,
and for this additional reason, namely, that
was he call’d in either at first or last, you
lose the advantage as well as opportunity of
an honorble retreat weh is in y* power the
moment they reject y* proposals, but will
never be so again after you refer to him.

‘1 am, dear Sr,
‘most truly Y,

‘L. STERNE.’

Presently Mrs Sterne was ‘taking a wheel’
into York to dine with Mr Bridges, a pleas-
ant friend of her husband’s, who was Mr
Sterne’s fellow artist in a characteristic cari-
cature, to be described later. ¢ We have 2
gooses for you,’” writes Mr Sterne to his
cathedral friend; and later, sends one of the
birds by a special messenger. ‘The bearer,’
he writes in his genial way, ‘has brought
you one of your gooses, and should have
brought myself with it for company, but
that I stay and wait till the afternoon to
see if my poor girl can be left. She is
very much out of all sorts; and our opera-
tor here, though a very penetrating man,
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and if [ am any conjurer, you are at this
hour, just where I left you (if you will
allow a pun) sTAND HOPEing yourself to
death—was there ever so vile a conundrum?
Pray God, that may be the worst on't, so
believe me to be, what I truly am,

‘Y™ cordially,

‘L. STERNE.

‘P.S.—As the goose is for y* mistress,
my wife says, you must take the worst and
send her the best, & that the next shall be
better.

‘I preach on Sunday at the Cathedral.
Will you give me a breakfast, if 1 get
to York early? Or will you be out of
town?’

The earlier letters in the series are con-
cerned with plans for renewal visits, but Mr
Sterne seems to have been always in a state
of unreadiness, and is found putting off the
expeditions he had planned on various hin-
drances and pretexts. The friends appear to
have stayed at each other’s houses, and the
whole turn of the correspondence is easy
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the week following at y* service, except
Munday which is our Appeal day for the
Land Tax

‘We thank you for y* kindness in speak-
ing for Mr Hungton. (!) But we have
plann’d it better.

¢ All our kind wishes & complim® to you
& the ladies, with service to M Lowther,

‘Y®™ very truly,

‘L. STERNE.
‘ SurroN, July 5, °58.°

‘ DeEAR BLAKE,—] send my Amen to en-
quire after you, never yet having been able
upon any acct to get to you, the great con-
fusion of the Election w» I hate as much
as my friend Taylor does, kept me here
during that period —& bad weather, bad
roads, not good health, & much business,
will not let me come for so long as I must
stay when I do get to you, w® must be
for 2 or 8 days— whether 1 will or no, I
am forced out of my skell in Xmas week to
preach Innt. I hope all goes on success-
fully with you & y™ since the age I've had
the pleasure of seeing you — pray let me
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know it is so, & present all kind resps to
Miss C. &c. Pray tell me how long the
Dean stays if you can—& if Taylor is in
Town to whom my best services—If you
have 8 or 4 of the last Yorks Courants,
pray send one us, for we are as much
strangers to all that has pass’d amongst
you as if we were in a mine in Siberia.

‘ My wife & Lydia send all kind loves to
you.—

‘T am truly yours,

‘L. STERNE.

‘I hope you got y* coat home safe, tho’
in what plight I fear as it was a rainy
night & ten o’clock at night before we
reach’d Sutton, oweing to vile accidents to
w<b Journiers are exposed.

{ ‘Will you be so kind as to forward the
note to Mr Cowpers any time before noon.

There is no} ‘I am, dear Sir, Your
note enclosed. ) ‘much obliged & faithful,

‘L. S.
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‘ Monday.

‘ DEAR Sir,—I have transacted my Bris-
tol Affair all but a small point left for y*
good nature, w<d is to put letter in the
Post to day & pay postige yourself for it to
Mr Oldfield for web I've inclosed 84 it being
a double letter. If Oldfield sd suspect 8 let-
ters instead of two you may open it to con-
vince him. But I think he will take your
word, tho’ perhaps not a Servant’s. The
Express (when God sends it) Mons® Apothe-
cary will direct as agreed upon between us,
& I think I have put the whole into such
& train that 1 cannot well miscarry.’

‘Dear Sig,—I should have beat up yr
quarters before now, & but for the vile
roads & weather, together with the crisis
of my affairs namely the getting down my
crop web by the way is in danger of sprout-
ing. However, I will come over at yr de-
sire, but it cannot be to morrow because all
hands are to be employed in cutting my
barly web is now shaking with this vile
wind —however the next day (Friday) I
will be with you by twelve & eat a por-
tion of y* own dinner & confer till 8
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me at home, I have order’d my Sinful
Amen to wait upon You, That You might
have an Opportunity of writing in Case
you durst trust him a 24 Time or had
Leisure as well as courage so to do. When
I come, I have 4 personages I equally want
to see. The Dean, Jack Taylor, ymf, &
my Mother—& I have much to say to
each, How I shall manage all in y® narrow
compass of a writers Day, I know not; but
when I get to York, I think my first hour
will be with you & so on. I believe my
wife will be at York on Tuesday, to make
her last Marketings for the year. But will
dine I dare say with Duke Humphry, as
my girl is somewhat relapsing & the Mother
you may be sure, not a little impatient to
be back;— I wd have wrote on Saturday
But in Truth, tho’ I had both Time &
Inclination, my Servants had neither y¢ one
nor the other, to go a yard out of their
Road to deliver it—They having set out
with a Wagon Load of Barly at 12 o’clock,
& had scarse day to see it measured to the
Maltsman. I have 4 Thrashers every Day
at work, & they mortify me with declara-
tions, That There is so much Barly they
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have desired y* Indulgences for my not be-
ing able to keep my word in being with
you as I hoped and intended—nor can we
for our souls leave home this day for rea-
sons I shall tell you when I see you weh
will be very soon, but I cannot fix web of
the three first days of the week it will be.
It shall be the first in my power, for I
want to see you full as much as you do to
see me. In the meantime we hope ’twil be
no Difference to your affairs whether Mun-
day or Wednesday. My wife I told you is
engaged & as 1 come alone I take pot luck.
God bless & direct you in the meantime &
believe me y™
‘with all respects,

‘L. STERNE.
‘To the Revd Mr Blake.’

‘ DEaR Sir,—It was very kindly done in
you to send me the Letter to Sutton, & I
thank you for yt & all other friendly offices.
But for the future you shall not be at such
a trouble unless something extraordinary
makes it adviseable, Because as you will
always first peruse the accts, I am perfectly
easy abt what is in y™ knowing you will do

150






LIFE OF STERNE

‘ DEAR BLAKE,—Tho I know you could
not possibly expect us on so terrible a day
as this has fallen out, yet I could do no
less than send over on purpose to testify
our concern for not being able to get to
you. We have waited dress’d and ready
to set out ever since nine this morning to
12 in hopes to snatch any intermission of
one of the most heavy rains I ever knew,
but we are destined not to go for the day
grows worse and worse upon our heads, and
the sky gathering in on all sides leaves no
prospect of any but a most dismal going
and coming, and not wthout danger as the
roads are full of water. What remains, but
that we undress ourselves.

¢ Since you left us, we have considered
(you know wt) in all its shapes and circum-
stances, and the more the whole is weighed,
the worse and more insiduous appears every
step of the managemt! of that affair. God
direct you in it, ’tis our hearty prayer, for
I am, with my wife best respects to you,

‘truly yours,
‘Compt to ladies. ‘L. S

From these letters a good idea may be
158 ‘
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Among the officials of the Cathedral was
a certain Dr Topham, a lawyer, who enjoyed
great local practice, and left a large fortune
behind him. A fortune which his son,
later, seems to have squandered in town in
unbounded prodigality. This son was sent
to Cambridge — was put into the Horse
Guards —and drove a curricle with four
black horses.* He is better known, per-
haps, as the biographer of Elwes, the
miser, but always took most pleasure in
the thought that he had furnished the
occasion of Mr Sterne’s first taking up his
pen. For it was he that brought about a
tremendous controversy in the cathedral so-
ciety.

Dr Topham, in addition to his other of-
fices, had obtained a patent place for him-
self, and, not content with this advantage,
intrigued to have the reversion of it secured
to this gay son. The Dean, in whose gift
it was, seems to have resisted this pressure,
and the result was a cathedral squabble,
fought with all the weapons of verbal re-
crimination and pamphlets.

This little scandal broke out in the year

* Frederick Reynold’s ‘ Memoirs.’
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had been ready on all occasions to char for
them, and neither he nor she, to best of his
remembrance, ever took a farthing, or any-
thing beyond a mug of ale.” Trim is the
name Mr Sterne gives to this greedy peti-
tioner—a name which seems to have pleased
his fancy, as he afterwards confers it on a
being of a very different mould, and the
direct opposite of Dr Topham in all the
unselfish virtues.* °The Patent Place’ was
described under the figure of an old Watch-
Coat, that had hung up many years in the
church, ‘and nothing would serve T7im, but
that he must take it home, in order to have
it converted into a warm wunder-petticoat for
his wife, and a jerkin for himself.” The
Archbishop, who appears to have been an
easy and compassionate man, wearied out
by importunity, gave the promise required.
Later on, however, he finds that he has
been a little hasty, and that the Patent
Place, or Warm Watch-Coat, was by the
terms of its endowment to be strictly for
the benefit of some one connected with the

* It will thus be seen that there was a Trim before the
immortal Corporal. The name is also amongst Shadwell’s
dramatis person@. [Mr Trim is a character in Shadwell's Bury-
Fair.]
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enough, unluckily in this very year of the
dedication, the ‘Very Reverend Richard
Osbaldiston, D.D., Dean of York,” was
translated away from York to a distant
bishopric. To him succeeded Dr Foun-
tayne, on whose side Mr Sterne was now
doing battle. From this dignitary, the per-
severing Topham gave out that he had ob-
tained a promise of a place, which bore the
title of ‘The Commissaryship of Pickering
and Pocklington,” and whose value was five
guineas per annum, and which Mr Sterne
in his satire prefigures under the title of
the ¢ Breeches.” The Dean publicly denied
having made any such promise; and it was
said that an unpleasant altercation took
place at the public ‘Sessions Dinner’ be-
tween the two. Great scandal was the
result; the Cathedral was divided; charges
of falsehood and want of faith were ex-
changed, and both, appealing to a larger
public, took the field with pamphlets.
Presently, a third quarrel broke out be-
tween the Dean and the Archbishop, which,
as may be conceived, raised much more heat
and dust. The affair was about some point
of ecclesiastical discipline, which is hidden
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The Cathedral seemed to abound in these
curious little offices. ‘Mark Slender,” or Dr
Braithwaite, did not live very long to enjoy
the profits of his office; and then ‘they got
into the possession of Lorry Skm, an un-
lucky wight, by whom they are still worn—
in truth, as you will guess, they are very
thin by this time.” There is no difficulty
in identifying ‘ Lorry Shkm,” and this insig-
nificant bit of preferment, which made such
a hubbub, shows that he was of considera-
tion with the higher powers, and a person
of importance in the Cathedral battles.*
This special quarrel, too, shows us a glimpse

*So far back as the 29th of December, 1750, Mr Sterne had
been sworn in as ‘Commissary of the Peculiar Court of Alne
and Totteston’ (an office of the same class as the one then in
dispute), and appointed his surrogates. The duties appear to
have been confined to the issuing of marriage licences, etc., and
the emoluments were very insignificant. Thus, from the 18th
of June, 1765, to the 25th of October, 1766, Mr Sterne received
but £2, 1s. 4d. (His registrar, Mr Makley, has an entry in
December, ‘Paid Mr Sterne, thus far, £2, 1s. 4d." And during
seven months of the year in which Mr Sterne died, the returns
reached but to 56s. 4d. Mr Sterne, however, made his annual
¢ Visitation of the Clergy and Churchwardens of the Parishes of
Alne, Wigginton, and Skelton,’ with great regularity, The fol-
lowing are the dates:—

10th June, 1751, 28th July, 1755.
6th July, 1752. 5th July, 1756.
28th May, 1753. 25th July, 1757.
1st July, 1754. 80th May, 1758.

After this year he became irregular, and left the duty to his
surrogate, Mr Sutton, the Deputy Registrar, has the original
book with these entries, which he has kindly allowed me to use.
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his smartest manner; but some of the
strokes are too personal.

No doubt this little petard was shown
about as was the first portion of T'ristram.
It was about being printed when the Com-
missary grew alarmed. The dispute was
accommodated, and the satire put by in
Mr Sterne’s desk.

The ferment is in itself not without its
interest, a little photograph of the old
cathedral life; but more significant still is
it as a solution of the secret of that per-
secution of which Yorick bewailed himself
as being the victim. If Mr Sterne suffered,
that smart tongue and ready pen were in
part accountable.

At this time he was unfortunately on the
worst possible terms with his uncle. In the
Warm Watch-Coat dispute the pluralist was,
of course, on the side of Topham, who was
his own official, and it might have been
thought that his nephew’s share may have
led to the quarrel. It was, however, of
older standing, and my uncle’s °wicked-
ness’—as he called it—had been at work
before 1751.

162



A SECOND LOVE —°‘DEAR, DEAR
KITTY’






CHAPTER VIII

A SECOND LOVE—‘DEAR, DEAR KITTY’

N this fashion the years glided away,

until we touch the year 1759. And

though this time has been marked by
a certain stir and bustle, by local intrigue,
and by public dangers and calamities, still
Mr Sterne has hardly begun to live his life.
Yet he is now just forty-six years old; and
that famous ¢ homunculus,” Tristram, not
thought of.

It was about this time that he was often
- met with at Scarborough, whose ‘spaw’ was
then rising into repute—a place which all
through his life he was fond of visiting.
Young Mr Cradock—who was well known
behind the scenes of private theatricals, and
afterwards had his indifferent Epilogue at-
tached to one of Goldsmith’s famous come-
dies—recollected meeting him there. There
was a well-known physician of the place—
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Dr Noah Thomas—with whom Mr Cradock *
used to dine; and at his table he met Mr
Sterne, in such distinguished company as
the Duke of York, the Marquis of Granby,
Colonel Sloper, and Mr and Miss Cibber.
Mr Sterne loved rolling his carriage along
the beach, ‘with one wheel in the sea.’
We shall now begin to see ‘our hero in
what must be considered his favourite and
most effective character—that of lover, or
perhaps philanderer. A notorious and suc-
cessful philanderer he always was. ‘Let me
be wise and religious, but let me be man.’
Here is his professional declaration. ‘I my-
self must ever have some Dulcinea in my
head.” All this was as candid as it was
true. Through his life he carefully nour-
ished some gentle passion —it harmonised
and allured the soul, and made him com-
fortable and happy. Philandering of this
kind causes much distress, however, to the
other party concerned, who feels acutely
after the lover has ‘cantered off on his
haunches.” Unfortunately, in Mr Sterne’s
case, his ‘amorous propensities,” as Johnson

* [Consult Joseph Cradock, Literary and Miscellansous Memoirs,
1. 9, London, 1826.]
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and she secems to have been possessed of
much personal attraction.*®

The family itself was called ° Beranger
de Fourmantelle,” and once held estates in
St Domingo. An elder sister remained in
France, having conformed to the established
faith. Miss Fourmantelle and her mother
came to York.

To Miss Fourmantelle Mr Sterne was
now writing ardent letters, addressing them
to ‘Dear, dear Kitty,” which documents
that lady put by faithfully, and cherished
as Mrs Sterne had put by ker treasures, by
this time sad fossils enough. By-and-by
they passed into the hands of Mrs Wes-
ton,’ her friend, who indorsed upon them a
little history of the conclusion of the ad-
venture. Most of them are scarcely more
than flying scraps, indited in Mr Sterne’s
chronic hurry. Many are without date, one
with a wrong date, whose error is apparent
from the context, and all are distinguished
by some curious spelling.t

* The details of this little episode are derived from the curious
letters printed by the Philobiblon Society, and edited by the late
Mr Murray. [For these letters and Murray’s preface, see Letters
XXV.-XXXVII. in this edition.]

+ It is an interesting question this of the spelling in the last
century. Dr Johnson and other eminent personages, in i
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York gossip may put on the business:
‘Nor is there anything unnatural or ex-
travagant in the supposition that my dear
Jenny may be my friend —friend! —my
friend. Surely, madam, a friendship be-
tween the two sexes may subsist, and be
supported without,’” etc. Long after, when
‘dear, dear Kitty’ had been succeeded by
a whole series of Dulcineas, he recurs to
the name again, with a sort of fond recol-
lection, and addresses to ‘dear Jenny’ a
mournful meditation on death, then within
a stride or two of him.

With this young lady Mr Sterne got
through some of his heavy York hours,
drinking dishes of tea, shopping, sketching,
and sending presents of wine. ° Miss,” be-
gins the first of these letters, written on a
Sunday,* ‘I shall be out of all humour
with you, and besides will not paint your
picture in black, which best becomes you,’
unless ‘a few bottles of Calcavalla’ are ac-
cepted, which his man will ‘leave at the
dore.” He will explain the reasons of this
‘trifling present’ on Tuesday night, when

* Two or three of these letters had been seen and printed by the
elder Disraeli. [Isaac Disraeli printed fire of the letters in his
essay on Sterne included in Literary Miscsllanies (1840).]
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power—°‘God will open a dore, when we
shall some time be much more together.’
And again: ‘I pray to God that you may
so live and so love me as one day to share
in my great good fortune.” Anyone who
recklessly puts himself in so suspicious a
situation—however pure his motives—cannot
complain if posterity naturally judges him
by the presumption of ordinary evidence.
But for the feeling which could prompt
him to calculate on the death of his wife,
and already settle on her successor, nothing
is to be said. Curious to say, long after he
was making a similar arrangement with the
more famous Eliza Draper.

On the Thursday following arrived the
pot of honey and the pot of sweetmeats,
with a dainty letter quite in keeping, and
which reads as quaintly as though it came
from an Elizabethan lover:—

‘My DEear Kirry,—1I have sent you a
pot of sweetmeats and a pot of honey,
neither of them half so sweet as yourself;
but don’t be vain upon this, or presume to
grow sour upon this character of sweetness
I give you; for if you do, I shall send you
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¢ is a beautiful character in it of a
tender and compassionste mind in the pa
ture given by Eljah

StERNE.’ From this more formal signature
as well as from its more subdued tone, and
the reference to the Elijah sermon, this let-
ter would seem to belong to the earlier
days of their acquaintance.

We must now lose sight of °Dear, dear
Kitty’ for a short time; Mr Sterne being
busy with far more important matters—in
fact, laying the foundation for his fame.
Miss Fourmantelle shall appear again pres-
ently, when Mr Sterne’s letters to her be-
come of far more value than mere rhapso-
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Fourmantelle, in all her charms, intimate
with him twenty years afterwards, viz., in
1760. No one has suffered so much from
these fabrications as Mr Sterne. These were
some of the weapons which Eugenius warned
him ‘ Revenge and Slander, twin-ruffians,’
were to level at his reputation.*

*This positive statement, however, as to Kitty's disastrous
fate, though mixed with error. may be in the main true; and it
may be that on being ‘cast off’ by her admirer—which it would
seem she was, in the first flush of his success—she thus lost her
wits.
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CHAPTER IX

‘ TRISTRAM ’ WRITTEN AND PUBLISHED

ONCURRENTLY with these pursuits
—amatory and political—the parson of
Sutton was busy with what he, no

doubt, then considered pure trifling; but
which was to bear him more fruit than
infinite turns of the obscure wheel of York-
shire politics. Busy with an ambitious at-
tempt—a strange, rambling novel, based upon
some of those quaint models with which his
mind was stored; by which, too, his reputa-
tion as a satirist might be increased, and
with the introduction of local allusions, and
characters thinly veiled—he was, in short,
scribbling away at Tristram Shandy.

It seems probable that the work was
begun about the month of January, in the
year 1759, and that the two first volumes
of Tristram took about six months to write
and print. He has himself let fall a hint
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or two which helps us roughly to estimate
his rate of progress.

Candide, Voltaire’s famous romance, had
appeared that year, and Mr Sterne had
barely written a few chapters when he
broke into an address to Fame, begging
of her, ‘if not too busy with Miss Cune-
gunde’s affairs,” to look down upon 7T¥is-
tram.* And at the seventy-seventh page
of his first volume he makes a remark on
the ‘irregularity’ of national temper; which
he says was ‘struck out’ at the very mo-
ment he was holding the pen, viz., ‘On
this very rainy day, March 26, 1759, be-
tween nine and ten in the morning.” Some
thirty pages further back he again marks
the time at which he was writing—* This
very day in which I am now writing this
book for the edification of the world,’ which
is March 9, 1759 (a week after the time that
‘dear, dear Jenny’ and he stood ‘cheapening
a silk’). Going backwards in a rough fash-
ion, according to this scale, January would
be about the date he began his first chap-

® It is curious that three such famous books as Rasselas,
Candids and Tristram Shandy should have appeared almost in
the same month. [Rasselas and Candide apm';;ll in March,
1759; and Tristram Shandy in the following ber. ]
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ter. His fashion of scribbling must have
been quite in character and truly Shandean.
He owns to wearing a special fur cap, and
had a fancy for a cane chair with nobs at
the top. He usually wrote very fast, so
that literally his pen guided him, not he
his pen; and his way of writing was of
that irregular, spasmodic, disorderly, and
even uncleanly kind.

Even as he wrote he was suffering from
his health, and that affection in his chest
to which he was subject ‘from the first
hour I drew my breath in to this, that I
can now scarce draw it at all.’ A ‘vile
asthma’ always tormented him; tha‘f periodic
breaking of vessels in the lupgs was always
in ambuscade, as it were, or him. He had
been tempted to try Bishop Berkeley’s fa-
mous and fashionable recipe of tar-water.
Mr Sterne had tried this nauseous remedy,
and writes to a female correspondent of his,
that ‘it has been of infinite service.’ He
gave a York friend Berkeley’s Querist and
Swift’s Duirections to Servants, bound up
together, and put in the beginning a hu-
morous inscription:—*Laurence Sterne to...
with B. Berkeley....Going through a course
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of tar-water for the pleasure committed of
sitting up till three in the morning.’ *

Word, too, had gone forth as to the
special character of the work. As originally
written, it was a mere local satire—levelled
at well-known persons in York and York-
shire. Possible he meant in this way to
retaliate upon Yorick’s persecutors. His
enemies were not slack upon such an oc-
casion, and it was well understood that he
‘ was busy writing an extraordinary book.’
He even knew the parties by name who
. were working in the dark. ‘I shall not,’
he writes to Mrs Ferguson, ‘pick out a
jury amongst...... and, till you read my
Tristram, do not, like some people, condemn
it. Laugh, I am sure you will, at some
passages.’ And the ‘ witty widow’s’ laugh
was to be, by-and-by, swelled into a mirthful
chorus in which the whole kingdom joined.

It is curious that he should not have
thought of dedicating his book to some
powerful protector. Later on, however,
when his London triumph came, and a
new edition of Tristram was getting ready,
he found reason to change his mind.

* This volume was in the possession of Mr Gray of York.
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of an obscure Yorkshire Prebendary, saying,
‘that £50 was too much to risk upon a
single volume, which, if it happened not to
sell, would be hard upon his brother.’

Mr Sterne acknowledged the justice of
this objection in a tone studiously modest,
which contrasts amusingly with his later
style, and proposed an arrangement upon a
new basis. ‘You need not be told by me
how much authors are inclined to over-rate
their own productions. I hope I am an
exception.” Then in the same retiring way
he submits this arrangement: ‘I propose
therefore to print a lean edition, in two
small volumes of the size of Rasselas, and
on the same paper and type, at my own
expense, merely to feel the pulse of the
world, and that I may know what price to
set on the remaining volume from the re-
ception of the first.” If the ‘lean edition’
(how characteristic this description) should
have ‘the run our critics expect,” he pro-
posed following up his success with an in-
stalment every six months. ‘If my book
fails of success,” he goes on, ‘the loss falls
where it ought to do. The same motives
which inclined me first to offer you this
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public;’ which seems to hint that his pecu-
niary profit was to attend on the sale of the
book.

A bookseller, living in Stonegate, close to
where Miss Fourmantelle stopped, was to
exploiter it in York: ‘Mr John Hinxham,
successor to the late Mr Hilyard.” And, at
the end of December, in the year 1759, the.
famous romance of TYistram Shandy came
out at York.

It took the shape of two miniature pocket
volumes, prettily printed in new type, and
on superior paper. It may after all have
been printed in London, and by Dodsley’s
printer—for type, paper, and general shape
resemble that of a certain Enguiry by one
Dr Goldsmith, which was brought out that
very year by the same publishers. Mr Sterne,
too, showed his acquaintance with that odd
class of eccentric little books, without name,
date, or place of publication—the very found-
lings of the republic of letters—when he sent
forth T'ristram under such conditions; for the
first two volumes show nothing on the title
but a ‘colophon’ and a date. The price was
but five shillings for the two.

Those who took the Publick Advertiser, in
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and the brilliant Prebendary himself. There
he met the young French émigrée lady, Miss
Fourmantelle, and talked with her over the
triumph of the new book, and told how he
had sent up some copies to London. And
the next day the young French lady sat
down and wrote to an influential London
friend a letter, whereof the text was the
new book, pure and simple.

The London friend is entreated to get it
and to read it, and, above all, to praise it
partout, because his ‘good word in town
will do the author, I am sure, great ser-
vice.” She owns that the ‘graver people
say, ’tis not fit for young ladies to read, so
perhaps you’ll think it not fit for a young
lady to recommend.” She then tells him it
is by a person whose name is Sterne, and
praises him as ‘a gentleman of great perfer-
ment, and has a great character in these
parts as a man of learning and wit.” She
half apologises for this warm advocacy, by
adding that ‘he is a kind and generous
friend of mine,  whom Providence has at-
tached to me in this part of the world,
where I came a stranger; and I could not
think how I could make a better return
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that only a few copies were sent up to
London at first, so little anticipation was
there of anything like a serious demand at
Mr Dodsley’s establishment.



PETTY ANNOYANCES






CHAPTER X

PETTY ANNOYANCES

N the month of November, before his
book appeared, he had taken a house
‘in the Minsteryard’ for his wife and

daughter, in order that the latter, being
now some twelve years old, might have the
advantage of such masters as York could
afford. She was to begin dancing forth-
with. Mr Sterne said if he could not give
her a fortune, she should at least have a
suitable education. Still, for all this hint at
want of means, it is plain that he was in
the habit of treating himself to visits to
London, and had fixed an expedition for
the March of the following year, as soon
as the labour of publishing ZTristram should
have been off his hands.

It had been scarcely in the hands of the
York lieges a month before the personalities,
fancied or real, began to bear awkward fruit.
He was worried by letters of expostulation,
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and a tide of good advice flowed in upon
him from well-meaning friends. The genus
#rritabile of ‘our Sydenhams and Sangrados’
were specially sore. A strange passage in
the first volume, which has mystified readers,
was in that day perfectly intelligible, and
resented. ‘Did not Dr Kunastrokius,” he
writes, ‘that great man, at his leisure hours,
take the greatest delight imaginable in comb-
ing of asses’ tails, and plucking the dead hairs
out with his teeth, though he had tweezers
always in his pockets?’ This, it seems, was
pointed at the celebrated Dr Mead, whose
intellects wandered a little at the close of
his life, and whose malady took the shape
of violent senile attachments. He was in
the habit of sitting for hours together comb-
ing the back hair of his ‘flames,” and pick-
ing out the short hairs with his teeth. ‘This
curious weakness,’ says Mr Sterne in one of
his letters, ‘was known by every chamber-
maid and footman within the bills of mor-
tality.’

There happened to be two country prac-
titioners down in Mr Sterne’s neighbour-
hood who had been married to daughters of
the famous physician; and charitable fingers
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cept widows, doctor, for they are not all so
squeamish; but I am told they are all really
of my party, in return for some good offices
done their interests in the 176th page of my
second volume;. .. but for the chaste mar-
ried, and chaste unmarried, they must not
read my book. God take them under His
protection in this fiery ordeal, and send us
plenty of duennas to watch the workings
of their humours till they have safely got
through the whole work.” The London
doctor, however, owned, a little grudg-
ingly, that the book would be read enough
‘to answer his design of raising a tax upon
the public.’ This was just at the com-
mencement of the month of February; so
that ‘would be read enough’ was yet to
come.

The picture of Dr Slop was at once ap-
propriated by nearly every sensitive San-
grado in the district; the luckless author
was waited on by injured members of the
faculty, and called on with remonstrances,
and even threats, to alter the personal
strokes and colouring of his portrait. The
‘ingenious Dr Burton,’ at whom the wicked
sketch was said to be aimed, boldly disclaimed
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care; I am not born yet, and you cannot
know what I may do in the next two
volumes.’

He supplements it by a declaration,
which we may also accept as sincere, as to
‘the ends proposed in commencing author;’
which were—*first, the hope of doing the
world good by ridiculing what I thought
deserving of it, or of disservice to sound
learning;’ and secondly, ‘I wrote not to be
Jed, but to be famous.’ Both ends were
fortunately attained. His purse was hand-
somely lined in the same proportion as his
fame extended.

A clerical friend also wrote to him nerv-
ously about the irregular character of the
new book. Mr Fothergill, a brother func-
tionary of the cathedral, preached daily to
him on the same text. ¢ Get your prefer-
ment first,’ said this clergyman, taking cer-
tainly not very high moral ground, ‘and
then write and welcome.” All, however,
pressed on him the necessity of a certain
amount of castration, in case the book
should run to a second edition. To these
well-meant remonstrances he answered very
patiently, promised some excisions—will ‘use
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book had time to make its way fairly, the
most skilful actor of the day had penetra-
tion enough to discern its great and eccen-
tric merits. The famous manager and actor
had read it, and was, no doubt, taken by
its wonderfully dramatic character. Gar-
rick’s ‘favourable opinion’ was promptly
transmitted to the author, though with a
certain ungraciousness ; the candid friend
who reported it to Mr Sterne hinting that
‘he had done better in finding fault with it
than in commending it.’

For these injudicious but well-meant re-
monstrances, which certainly took a rough
and churlish shape, the country parson was
presently—sooner indeed than he or the re-
monstrants were dreaming of—to have satis-
factory indemnity. Tristram Shandy was
now in the hands of the great public of
London—it being now close on the month
of March, 1760—and he was packing his
mails to go up to London.

Hitherto he had not lived for the world.
Neither had the men and women of fashion,
nor the world of metropolitan politics, nor
indeed any of the great collected coteries,
which confer degrees and make reputations,
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bestowed a thought upon the obscure York-
shire cleric. Now all is about to be changed.
Now, as he said in one of his sermons, ‘the
whole drama is opened ’—the splendid glo-
ries of success, and of London homage, are
waiting for him.
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CHAPTER XI

VISIT TO LONDON

HEN the now celebrated author ar-

rived in town his success was already

assured. ‘No one,’ writes Mr Fors-
ter, ‘was so talked of in London this year,
and no one so admired, as the tall, thin,
hectic-looking Yorkshire Parson.” It may
be questioned, indeed, if any author in
England has since been socially so much
the rage. ‘ East and west,” it was said,
‘ were moved alike.’

He arrived in the first week of March,
and stayed for a day or two at rooms,
whose locality is not known,* while he
looked out for suitable apartments. °The
genteelest in town’ meant to establish him-
self ‘in Piccadilly or the Haymarket,” but
settled himself before the day was over, in

éSteme went up to London with Stephen Croft, the Squire
tﬂlington They lodged with their friend Mr Cholmley in
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rooms ‘one door from St Alban’s Street, in
y¢ Pell Mell.” Dodsley’s, with the ‘Tully’s
Head’ over his door, was in the same street
—number sixty-five—just opposite Marlbor-
ough House. It was a genteel quarter: and,
three or four years later, another fashionable
clergyman, the Rev. Dr Dodd, coming to
London from an obscure suburban cure, also
pitched his tent in Pall Mall.

It may be questioned if those rooms ever
saw such a flood of fine company as then
invaded them. He was not twenty-four
hours in town before his triumph began.
It was enough to have turned any ordinary
mortal’s head. He was already engaged to
‘ten noblemen and men of fashion’ for din-
ners, which shows that his coming must have
been eagerly looked for. Mr Garrick was the
first to take him by the hand, and over-
whelmed him with favours and invitations.
He had been the first, too, to discover the
merits of Tristram. He asked him fre-
quently to dine, introduced him to every-
body, and promised ‘numbers of great peo-
ple’ to carry the witty stranger to dine
with them. He made him free of his the-
atre for the whole season, and undertook
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‘ the management of the booksellers,” and
to procure ‘a great price.” No wonder,
indeed, that when Mr Sterne was writing
down to the country to his ‘dear, dear
Jenny’* an eager, agitated account of these
honours, he should say that his friend ‘leaves
nothing undone that can do me either ser-
vice or credit.” Neither was it extravagance
of him to add, that he had the greatest hon-
ours and civilities paid him °that were ever
known from the great.’

Even in this bewilderment he was mind-
ful of his ‘dear, dear Jenny,’ and after the
exciting day, when he was alone in his
‘genteel’ rooms, at ten o’clock, sat down
to write a hurried and joyful letter, raptur-
ously detailing his triumphs. All the news
went to ¢ Mrs Joliff’s, in Stone Gate;’ and
from that source was, no doubt, filtered
through York.

He tells her that he has arrived quite
safe, all except that ‘hole in my heart
which you have made.” Unexpected suc-
cess often imparts a general tenderness to
the style; but it is hard to excuse the very
warm tone of these raptures:—‘And now,

® [*Jenny,” here and below, is a slip for * Kitty.” ]
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my dear, dear girl! let me assure you of
the truest friendship for you that man ever
bore towards a woman. Wherever I am
my heart is warm towards you, and ever
shall be till it is cold for ever.” There was
in York another admirer who, it would ap-
pear, gave uneasiness to Mr Sterne; but to
whom dear, dear Jenny had ordered herself
to be denied, thus making Mr Sterne’s heart
inexpressibly ‘easy,’ and causing him to ut-
ter profuse and rapturous thanks. This per
son is darkly hinted at as ‘ you know who,’
and curiously recalls another °‘you know
who,” who some years later disturbed an
intimacy of Mr Sterne’s with the famous
Eliza. He assures his Kitty that it would
have ‘stabbed my soul to have thought
such a fellow could have the liberty of
coming near you.’ He owns that he
‘would give a guinea for a squeeze of your
hand.” He does not conclude it until next
day, when he is going to the oratorio:—
‘Adieu! dear and kind girl! and believe me
ever your kind and most affectionate admirer.
Adieu! Adieu!

‘P.S.—My service to your mamma.’

Miss Fourmantelle was too busy to reply;
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author of Tristram. Such encouragement
is sufficient to account for all poor Yorick’s
future vagaries. After the tumultuous ac-
claim of ‘your great people of fashionm,’ it
only wanted the episcopal ‘compliments’ to
make him lose his head. The episcopal
‘ Benedicite’ may be accountable for the
seven succeeding volumes of T'ristram.
Still there was to be a little drawback.
There were some people in the metropolis
who regarded the new-made reputation with
envy. And one morning Mr Garrick dropped
in with what he deemed a droll rumour that
was going round the town. That ¢ proud
priest,” Warburton, had been appointed to
the See of Gloucester early in the year, and
his fierce controversies and insolent epithets
were in everybody’s mouth. It had been
given out that Mr Sterne was already lay-
ing down the lines for his new volumes;
and it was maliciously insinuated, that when
T'ristram was old enough to need a tutor, a
ridiculous caricature of the Bishop would be
introduced.* It was improbable on the face
of it. The sensible author of Tristram,

® [Consult ‘The Design of Tristram Shandy' and ‘The First
Biography of Sterne’ in Letters and Miscellaniss.]
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muddle- headed, mortar-headed, pudding-
headed chap among our Doctors, but I
must disable my judgment by choosing
a Warburton?’ “This report,” he adds,
‘ might draw blood of the author of T'ris-
tram Shandy, but could not harm such a
man as the author of the Divine Legation,
God bless him; though by-the-bye, and
according to the natural course of de-
scents, the blessing should come from him
to me.’

Garrick was the friend of the Bishop,
who was therefore likely to see some of
these compliments. Warburton, too, had
some experience of the ¢ lumber-headed,’
‘mortar-headed ’ crew; and had been in
many battles with the ‘learned blockheads.’
Mr Sterne turned this ugly rumour, which
might have injured another man, into a
stepping-stone for an acquaintance. °Pray,’
he writes, ‘have you no interest, lateral or
collateral to get me introduced to his lord-
ship ?’

* Why do you ask?’

‘ My dear sir, I have no claim to such an
honour, but what arises from the honour and
respect which, in the progress of my work,
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ances $0 very advantageous an account. And
I could not see how I could have held it,
had the lying tale been true that he in-
tended to injure one personally and entirely
unknown to him. I own it would have
grieved me, and so I believe it would him
too (when ke had known me and my enemies
a little better), to have found himself in a
company with a crew of the most egregious
blockheads that ever abused the blessings of
pen and ink.

‘ However, I pride myself in having
warmly recommended Zristram Shandy to
all the best company in town, except that
of Arthur’s. I was charged in a very grave
assembly, as Doctor Newton can tell him,
for a particular patroniser of the work, and
how I acquitted myself of the imputation,
the said Doctor can tell him.... If Mr
Sterne will take me with all my infirmities
I shall be glad of the honour of being well
known to him; and he has the additional
recommendation of being your friend.” He
then signs himself with a warmth unusual
in intimacies between bishops and players—
‘Your most affectionate and faithful humble
servant, W. GLOUCESTER.’
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Nothing can be happier than the way in
which he puts the possibility of the rumour
being true, and of its result in Mr Sterne’s
finding himself in company with ‘a crew of
the most egregious blockheads’—which con-
veys a delicate hint of Mr Sterne’s possible
hostility being even prejudicial to his own
interests. What sincerity there was in the
Bishop’s patronage, as well as in Sterne’s
disclaimer, and what seems the true history
of his ‘Purse of Gold’ story, will be shown
a little later. ‘

All this was crowded into that first week
of Mr Sterne’s arrival.

Someway that glorifying him by dinners
at this period seems to have been always
associated with his name. For it was recol-
lected years after, and was even mentioned
at a certain dinner at General Paoli’s, in the
year 1778, of which party was Dr Johnson,
Dr Goldsmith, and Signor Martinelli. *‘ The
man Sterne,’ said Johnson, in his character-
istic idiom, ‘I have been told, has had en-
gagements for three months.” This he gave
in illustration of what is a truth now, as it
was then (ushering it in, too, with his usual
‘ Nay, sir’), that any man who has a name,
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or the power of pleasing, will be very gen-
erally invited in London.

These social ovations still go on, gather-
ing as they go. From morning till night
his lodgings are °full of the greatest com-
pany. The dinner engagements still accu-
mulate. For two days in succession he
dined with Ladies of the Bedchamber. The
next day Lord Rockingham invited him;—
(Jaques Sterne, it will be remembered, had
done this nobleman some election service).
Then came Lord Edgecombe, Lord Win-
chelsea, Lord Littleton, a bishop, and many
more. This sort of homage was flattering,
but something more substantial was now
coming.

Within two days, two pieces of good for-
tune befell him. The first took the rather
Eastern shape of a purse of gold; the sec-
ond was a very fair slice of Church prefer-
ment. The incident of the purse of gold
seems almost unaccountable.

The Bishop of Gloucester, as we have
seen, had responded heartily to his advances;
and he may have been the one °bishop’
who had entertained Mr Sterne at his table
in Grosvenor Street. Warburton was pre-
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tidings to ‘dear Kitty,” whom the rush of
honours had not quite driven out of his
head. He wrote in a sort of transport,
saying that now °‘all the most part of my
sorrows and tears are going to be wiped
away.” This, it is to be presumed, was
that local trouble or persecution so often
before alluded to and aimed at in Yorick’s
Life. He then longs most impatiently to
see ‘my dear Kitty,” who was meditating a
journey to London. He adds, that ‘I have
but one obstacle to my happiness now left,
and what that is you know as well as I.’
A significant declaration. What that ob-
stacle is, the reader knows as well as Mr
Sterne, or ‘dear Kitty.’

How did Mr Sterne obtain this promo-
tion? Writing to a titled lady friend of
his, he seemed to take it as a matter of
debt, saying he had ‘done his lordship some
service, and he has requited it.” But there
is another tradition which has passed down
from one curate of Coxwold to another,
and is characteristic of Mr Sterne. When
the news of the vacancy reached him, it
was said that he at once waited on Lord
Fauconberg, and reminded him of his old
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promise to give him the living. The noble-
man looked surprised at this claim, and
was, in fact, utterly unconscious of having
bound himself by any such engagement.
Mr Sterne, however, persisted. When his
visitor was gone, Lord Fauconberg is said
to have thought the matter over seriously;
and doubtful whether it would be advisable
to support his memory at the risk of turn-
ing on himself the wit and malice of a
Yorkshire neighbour, who, at that moment,
had a suppressed pamphlet lying in his desk,
and was considered one of the humorists of
London, wisely changed his purpose, and
wrote to Mr Sterne that he was to have

the benefice.

It seems an improbable legend, for which
there is no chapter nor verse, and with but
the idlest of traditions for foundation. But
what effectually disposes of the tradition is,
that Lord Fauconberg afterwards used to
persecute him with hospitalities—of which
Mr Sterne was to complain whimsically to
his friends. No one who had been intimi-
dated into a favour would be so forgiving.
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CHAPTER XI1

FAME AND HONOURS

EFORE this wonderful month of March
was out, every day of which seemed to
bring a new triumph for our clerical

hero, he had been looking forward to the
arrival of ‘dear, dear Kitty’ in the metrop-
olis. Within that short span scarcely any
man had made such progress, and he was
anxious she should have a nearer view of
his dazzling apotheosis. She was expected
in the first days of April, but wrote to say
she could not come until the seventeenth
or eighteenth, which made Mr Sterne sad,
‘ because it shortens the time I hoped to
have stole in your company when you
come.” He then adds with some sentiment
and more indifferent spelling:—*These sepa-
rations, my dear Kitty, however grievous to
us both, must be for the present. God,’ he
adds, ‘will open a Dore when we shall some-
time be more together,’
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He had been already thinking of setting
out for Yorkshire, but could not resist stay-
ing for nearly five weeks more, in order to
be present at a great pageant which was to
come off in the second week in May. His
patron, Lord Rockingham, and the victor
of Minden, Prince Ferdinand, who was now
in London receiving ovations, were to be
installed Knights of the Garter down at
Windsor; and Mr Sterne had been invited
to go in the suite of Lord Rockingham.
This distinction was too tempting to be
resisted; so he had determined, nothing
loth, as may be well conceived, to wait
until the sixth. The flood of dinners had
not even by that time spent its fury. He
was actually keeping a sort of ledger in
which his engagements were posted up. By
the first of April he was bound for a fort-
night in advance.

Many stories went round the town of his
wit, his humour, and his repartees. It was
told that the old Duke of Newcastle had
said to him jocularly, ‘that men of genius
were not fit for work.” ‘I think,” Yorick
had replied, ‘that the truth is, they are
above work, My lord,” he went on, ‘men
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of his best pictures, placed this master-
piece — this ° singularly fine portrait’—as
Northcote calls it, on the list.

This compliment was paid him at the
wish of Lord Ossory, for whom the picture
was painted. It later passed into possession
of Lord Holland, after whose death it was
purchased by Lord Lansdowne for five hun-
dred guineas. It would now fetch many
thousands.

Not yet have its delicate tones begun to
fade, according to the fatal destiny which
waits upon the Reynolds’ works. It was
already in the engraver’s hands, and the re-
sult was to be a mezzotinto worthy of the
painter, and one of the best of that match-
less series which, at the end of the last
century, came from the burins of M’Ardle,
Smith, and many more. Well might Sterne
write, that there was ‘a fine print going to
be done of me. So I shall make the most
of myself and sell both inside and out.’

Something more substantial, however, than
portraits or dinners might now naturally be
expected. A brilliant prebendary with a
host of friends, fashionable and political,
might not unreasonably look for good pre-
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‘lagh Gardens—a place, it need not be said,
which the presence of a clergyman scarcely
suited. And though its charms might give
‘an expansion and gay sensation’ to the
mind of Doctor Johnson, which he never
before experienced, such ‘expansions’ would
be eminently perilous to the weaker moral
sense of so flighty an ecclesiasticc. To the
Soho entertainments of the questionable Mrs
Cornely’s, he repaired later. He was to be
seen at Drury Lane, where Garrick had given
him a box, and there the fashionable amateur,
Mr Cradock, was in the habit of meeting him
behind the scenes. He knew the actors, and
was on intimate terms with the actresses,
perhaps with Kitty Clive, who acted with
such sprightliness, and spelt so ill. For,
some time after, she wrote one of her pert
complaints to Mr Garrick, concerning the
stoppage of her salary, saying, that °your
dislike to me is extraordinary as the reason
you gave Mr Sterne for it;’—a reason which
Mr Sterne must have imparted to Mrs Clive.
This braving of the world was almost too
bold; and the town —at that time case-
hardened enough, and more relaxed in its
moral tone than ever it was at any time
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accumulating scandal. There were parsons,
like the Rev. Horne Tooke, who flaunted
abroad in gold lace and sky-blue and scar-
let, and who apologised to Wilkes for hav-
ing suffered ‘the infectious hand of a bishop
to be waved over him—whose imposition,
like the sop given to Judas, is only a signal
for the devil to enter.” There were Duelling
Parsons, like the Rev. Mr Bate, chaplain to
a cavalry regiment, who ‘went out’ and was
killed in fair duel; ‘a most promising young
man,’ said the papers with commiseration.
There were the clergymen known pleasantly
as ‘ The Three Fighting Parsons’— Henley,
Bate, and Churchill; and ‘ Bruising’ clergy-
men—Ilike the one mentioned in Mr Grose’s
Olio. And a few years later the story of
the unfortunate Dodd was to be in every-
one’s mouth; as well as that of the infatu-
ated Hackman. Mr Thackeray here found
a subject for his most vigorous handling;
and some pages in the Four Georges are
devoted to a bitter sketch of the -clerical
manners of that day. It is a tremendous
picture. On such an ecclesiastical back-
ground Sterne’s follies cannot stand out in
very strong relief. His must be a well-

230






LIFE OF STERNE

marvellous Dutch painting, and perfect faith
and truth—qualities which every age, how-
ever corrupted, will, more or less, appre-
ciate. And how, after all, was this exquisite
little pastoral welcomed ? As Mr Forster
says, it only °silently forced its way. . .
The St James’ Chronicle did not condescend
to notice its appearance, and the Monthly
Review confessed frankly that nothing was
to be made of it.” No doubt it eventually
gained ground and passed through many
editions before its author’s death.

Gross as Sterne was, he should not be
judged too harshly. It was difficult for a
careless, unsteady mind, such as his was—
unaffected, too, by the least tinge of Puri-
tanism—not to catch the free, débonnaire
tone which he saw everywhere. This, so
far, has reference to the manners of the
time, and, as has been insisted on, is ground
for indulgence in dealing with Mr Sterne’s
levities.

The truth is, a coarseness of speech and
writing had long disfigured the conversation
and practice of the men and women of the
age, and readers of Fielding and Smollett
will have discovered that a certain forcible
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else will offer and turn out in another quar-
ter. Thou mayst be assured, nothing in this
world shall be wanting that I can do with
discretion.” He then assured her that she
will ever ‘find him the same man of hon-
our and truth.’

But in a few days ‘dear, dear Kitty’ ar-
rived, and took up her residence at Mead’s
Court, St Anne, Soho, and her presence
there, it is to be feared, was rather a little
drag and hindrance upon the clergyman’s
lively motions. He saw her of one Sunday
afternoon; then, about the middle of the
week, writes a hurried line saying he could
not spare an hour or half an hour °‘if it
would have saved my life,” and that ‘every
minute of this day and to-morrow is so pre-
engaged that I am as much a prisoner as if
I was in gaol.” He then lays out a possible
meeting for Friday. Sunday until Friday!
But a few weeks before he would ‘have
given a guinea for a squeeze’ of her hand
and was momentarily engaged in ‘sending
out my soul’ to see what she was about,
and wishing he could send his body with
it. She was consoled with this comforting
speech:—‘I beg, dear girl, you will believe
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ling a fortnight, it fell upon my breast.
How they blooded and blistered me!’ But,
somehow, he grew steadily worse, for ‘I was
treated according to the exact rules qf the
college. 1In short, it came eventually to an
adhesion, and all was over with me.” In
this desperate case an ingenious idea sug-
gested itself. ‘I bought a pole,” continued
Yorick, with due gravity, ‘and began leap-
ing over the country.” Whenever he came
to a ditch, he, by long practice, contrived
to fall exactly across the ridge of it upon
the side opposite to the adhesion. * This
tore it off at once. Now I am as you see.
Come, let us fill to the success of this sys-
tem.” Thus pleasantly was extinguished the
intrusive physician.

This story went round the clubs, and got
into the papers. The host was given out to
be ‘the amiable Charles Stanhope,” and the
physician, Dr Mounsey, and with these names
it fluttered down to York. But this was a
mistake, rather an invention of the notorious
Dr Hill—‘Bardana’ Hill—who was the first
to set the story afloat in his Inspector.*

® [Consult *‘ The First Biography of Sterne’’ and Letter
XLIIL]
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He had a grudge against Mounsey, whom
he at once cast for the part of the pedant.

There was at this time a very gay
prince of the royal family, Prince Edward,
afterwards Duke of York. He delighted in
balls, supper-parties, and music, and was to
die in a few years in a foreign country, of
over-dancing at a ball. In London he would
get the nobility to give supper-parties, at
which he would stay until three in the
morning. To this royal votary of amusement
was Mr Sterne now presented. Though com-
paratively a cheap distinction in London, it
was of importance enough to be written down
into Yorkshire. Mr Sterne saw him at private
concerts, where the prince performed publicly
on ‘the bass viol.” This, it will be recollected,
was also an accomplishment of the clergyman.
With his usual good fortune, Mr Sterne made
an impression, and ‘received great notice’
from him. He was even invited to sup with
him. He must have known Foote at this
time, whom he was to meet again later at
Paris, for he knew Foote's friend, the odd
Dr Kennedy, who frequented playhouses,
professionally as it were, and had himself
fetched out by hurried lacqueys, just as
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would be exalted at these attentions. He
sees them in another light.” It then gives
a couple of Yorick’s remarks, which were
then going round; how Mr Sterne used to
say, pleasantly, that ‘he was like a fashion-
able mistress, whom everybody courted be-
cause he happened to be the fashion. And
again, this ‘singular creature’ said to a
friend who paid him a compliment on his
great benevolence,—‘I am an odd fellow,
and if you hear any good of me, doctor,
don’t believe it.’

More serious, however, was a fresh state-
ment of that vulgar rumour, which had been
to Mr Sterne ‘for all the world like a cut
across my finger with a sharp penknife, but
which, in its present broader shape, must
have affected his sensibility far more acutely.
‘And it is scarce to be credited whose liberal
purse has bought off the dread of a tutor's
character in those (volumes) which are to
come.” This was the old club story re-
vived.

It has been mentioned how triumphantly
he wrote to ‘dear Kitty,” that ‘I had a
purse of guineas given me yesterday by a
bishop,” when he had been only two or
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absence, wrote to him of the rumour, and
of how the Yorkshire Mrs Candours were
circulating that he had furnished all the de-
tails of that complacent sketch. He wrote
back an indignant denial almost the instant
he received it. No wonder he should mar-
vel at the uncharitableness of the York peo-
ple, who could ‘suppose any man so gross a
beast as to pen such a character of himself.’
Such a tissue of wild stories only °shows
the absurdity of York credulity and non-
sense.” The best refutation, however, was
in the blunders and mistakes—* falsehoods’
he calls them—in reference to that ‘ whim-
sicality >’ of his birth ‘in the barracks of
Dublin,” which event, as we have seen,
occurred at Clonmel; and more particularly
in reference to that showy act of generosity,
the ‘hundred pounds’ and pension to the
widow of his predecessor—a charity quite
beyond the measure of Yorick’s purse.

He takes up the story of the purse of
gold, and says, that ‘in this great town no
one ever suspected it, for a thousand rea-
sons,” and refutes it by three arguments:
the improbability of his ‘falling foul of Dr
Warburton, my best friend,” by representing
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him so weak a man, or for ‘telling such a
lie of him as his giving me a purse to buy
off his tutorship for TVistram;’ or lastly
‘that I should be fool enough to own I had
taken his purse for such a purpose.’* The
last was, perhaps, the weightiest argument
of the three. Yet it seems a suspicious,
or, at least, a mysterious transaction. And
we have his own assurance to Kitty that a
purse of guineas had been given him by a
Bishop.

The reviewers had now begun to deal
with the book. The Critical Reviewers
recommended it to the public ‘as a work
of humour and ingenuity.” The Monthly
Reviewers do not appear to have dealt with
it at all,t and the London Chronicle, and
other journals, noticed it with a disfavour
or commendation, pretty impartially divided.
It was not until much later that they opened
on him without mercy, and turned all such
fiercer sarcasm as their force could supply

* Most writers—even Mr Watson, in his Life of Bishop
Warburton—have assumed that there is here a complete denial
of the }mrse story; but Sterne merely denies the supposed
motive for accepting the purse.

t [The Monthly Review was the first to notice the book. See
the issue for December, 1759.]

45



LIFE OF STERNE

wpon the socecedmg issues of Standy Owve
of these hostile reviews was conducted by a
eertain doctor, who wrote novels, whom be
christened Smelfimgus. The sharpest shaft
of all, becanse the wittiest, was to flutter
out of the obseurity of Green Arbour Court;
and the Citizen of the World, in the Pubhc
Ledger, was to enter his protest against this
was slyly directed against the mere tricks
and eccentricities of Mr Sterne’s manner, it
was well founded; but such a lack of appre-
bhis humour, of his gallery of original men
and women, seems incomprehensible in one
of Goldsmith’s nature. The judgment passed
some years later upon Sterne’s social merit—
‘and a very dull fellow’—would seem to have
been his settled opinion of his literary gifts
also. ‘The humour and wit,’ says Mr Forster,
‘ought surely to have been admitted; and if
the wisdom, and charity of my Uncle Toby,
a Mr Shandy, or a Corporal Trim, might
anywhere have claimed frank and immediate
recognition, it should have been in that series
of essays which Beau Tibbs and the Man in
Black have helped to make immortal.’
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admitted that °this manner of writing is
perfectly adapted to the taste of gentle-
men and ladies of fashion here.” He
remarks how ¢ very difficult it is for a
dunce to obtain the reputation of a wit;’
yet, ‘by the assistance of this freedom,
this may be easily effected, and a licen-
tious blockhead often passes for a fellow of
smart parts and pretensions; every object
in nature helps the jokes forward, without
scarce any effort of the imagination.” A
severe but just criticism, and admirably hit-
ting off the secret of the worst portions of
Tristram.

With more severity still he dwells on the
toleration with which 7ristram was received
by the female portion of the community.
He wonders at their so ‘bravely throwing
off their prejudices;’ and not only ‘applaud-
ing,’ but, what was far more serious, actually
introducing this free tone into their conver-
sation. ‘Yet so it is, the pretty innocents
now carry those books openly in their hands
which formerly were laid under the cushion.’
They are even heard ‘to lisp their double
meanings with grace.” If this was indeed
the tone of society, it is scarcely to be
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indeed, by printing his face at the title-page.’
He then falls into a happy burlesque of
Mr Sterne’s manner:—*‘ The reader must be
treated with the most perfect familiarity;
in one page the author is to make them a
low bow, and in the next to pull them by
the nose. . . . He must speak of himself,
and his chapters, and his manner, and what
he would be at, and his own importance,
and lis mother’s importance, with the most
unpitying prolixity, now and then testifying
his contempt for all but himself—smiling,
without a jest; and without wit, possessing
vivacity.’

It was not often gentle ‘ Goldy’ grew so
warm, or, it must be said, so indiscrimi-
nating. Was it that, besides his own indif-
ferent opinion of the book, he suspected its
reputation had been made by that cheap
process by which he believed reputations
were at that time manufactured in Eng-
land? ‘A great man says at his table that
such a book is no bad thing. Immediately
this praise is carried off by five flatterers,
to be dispersed at twelve coffee-houses,
from whence it circulates, improving as it
proceeds, through fifty-five houses, where
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cheaper liquors are sold; from thence it is
carried away by the honest tradesman to
his own fireside.’

In Dublin, the new book enjoyed a vast
popularity. It was at once reprinted by
that notable publishing privateer, George
Faulkner, who praised it up extravagantly.
Mrs Sandford was turning over the books
one day in his shop, and was near buying
it, and bringing it down to Mrs Delany at
Delville. ‘We were on the brink of having
it read among us,” says that pleasant lady,
with a devout horror. ‘D. D.’ was ‘not a
little offended’ with the author, but still,
the report of the Delville coterie on the
Irish run of the book is, that, ‘it seems to
divert more than it offends;’ which is quite
characteristic of the country. In Dublin
there were actually cheap copies, on inferior
paper, selling at sixpence—to the great injury
of the regular pirates, who were aggrieved by
this invasion of their guasi copyright, and pro-
tested loudly.

The Florentine legation, kept au courant
with all that was new or fashionable in
London life by regular advices from Arling-
ton Street, learnt that in the next case of
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books there was to be a fashionable thing,
called TVistram Shandy.” But the real
opinion of the witty letter-writer was sent
to Sir D. Dalrymple, who, at Edinburgh,
was almost as removed from town talk as
Sir Horace Mann was at Florence. ‘At
present,” he writes, on the 4th of April,
‘nothing is talked of, nothing admired, but
what I cannot help calling a very insipid
and tedious performance; whose chief merit,’
he says, consists in ‘going backwards.” It
made him smile ‘two or three times at the
beginning,” but, by way of compensation,
‘makes one yawn for two hours.” The
characters are ‘tolerably well kept up,’ but
the ‘wit is for ever attempted and missed.’
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CHAPTER XIII

YORICK’S SERMONS

LL this time, while being feasted and
Jéted, and °‘hurried off his legs by
going to great people,” he had con-

trived to snatch a few moments for serious
business. A new edition of TVistram was
being sent through the press—no very
heavy labour, certainly—and on an April
morning the readers of the Public Advertiser
saw under their eyes that—

‘THIS DAY is published, dedicated to the
Right Hon. Mr Pitt, with a Frontispiece
by Hogarth, in two volumes, price 5s.,
sewed, THE SecoNnp Ebprrion of The Life
and Opinions qof Tristram Shandy, Gentle-
man.

‘ Speedily will be published the SErmons
of Mr Yorick.’

The new TVistram edition had thus two
additiona] attractions—the dedication to Mr
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Pitt, and the plate by Hogarth. The book,
indeed, had already a buffooning sort of
dedication, addressed to no one specially;
but that was written at York. Up in Lon-
don it was different; the successful author,
the rising cleric, the friend of statesmen,
and protégé of bishops, would be ill advised
to neglect this mode of increasing his social
capital. Wise in his generation, as he fan-
cied, he selected for his dedicatee the great
patriot minister—and he one day writes
from Mr Dodsley’s shop the following note,
which the great commoner thought worthy
of being put by among his papers—at least
had not doomed to immediate destruction:—

‘ Friday,
‘Mr Dodsley’s,
‘Pall Mall.’

(Publisher and author, it has been seen,
were but a few doors from each other.)

* Sir,—Though I have no suspicion that
the enclosed dedication can offend you, yet
I thought it my duty to take some method
of letting you see it, before I presumed to
beg the honour of presenting it to you next
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week with the Life and Opinions of Tris-
tram Shandy.
‘1 am, sir,
‘ Your most humble servant,

‘LAw. STERNE.’

The dedication itself was conceived in a
warm, admiring strain. He told the minis-
ter that the book ‘was written in a bye-
corner of the kingdom and in a retired,
thatched house, where I live in a constant
endeavour to fence against the infirmities of
ill-health and other evils of life by mirth.’

This second edition barely stayed the pub-
lic appetite, for it was exhausted in little
more than three weeks. Four editions were
issued before the year was out.

To engage Hogarth’s aid for the illustra-
tions he wrote to Mr Berrenger, the Master
of the Horse, Garrick’s friend, this extraor-
dinary reckless appeal:—

‘You bid me tell you all my wants.
What the Devil in Hell can a fellow want
now? By the Father of the Sciences (you
know his name) I would give both my ears
(if I was not to lose my credit by it) for
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no more than ten strokes of Howgarth’s
witty chisel, to clap at the Front of my next
Edition of Shandy. The Vanity of a Pretty
Girl in the Heyday of her Roses & Lilies
is a fool to that of Author of my stamp.
Oft did Swift sigh to Pope in these words:
‘Orna me, unite something of yours to mine,
to transmit us down together hand in hand
to futurity.” The loosest sketch in Nature,
of Trim’s reading the sermon to my Father,
&c., wd do the Business, and it wd mutually
illustrate his System and mine. But, my dear
Shandy, with what face I would hold out my
lank Purse! I would shut my Eyes, & you
should put in your hand and take out what
you liked for it. Ignoramus! Fool! Block-
head! Symoniack! This Grace is not to be
bought with money. Perish thee and thy
Gold with thee! What shall we do? I
have the worst face in the world to ask a
favour with, & besides, I would not propose
a disagreeable thing to one I so much ad-
mire for the whole world; but you can say
anything—you are an impudent, honest Dog,
& can’st set a face upon a bad matter;
prithee sally out to Leicester fields, & when
you have knock’d at the door (for you must
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spasms, was handsome enough. To Garrick
he appears to have been indebted for this
arrangement, who all through seems to have
proved a fast, active, and useful friend. Not
too exaggerated was that public apostrophe
with which he addressed him a few months
later:—‘ My dear friend Garrick, whom I
have so much cause to esteem and honour
(why or wherefore ’tis no matter).’

May came round, and in the second week
of that month was the splendid installation
at Windsor, when Prince Ferdinand, and the
Marquis of Rockingham, a Yorkshire noble-
man, were to receive the Garter. The cere-
mony took place on Tuesday the 6th, and on
the Monday they set out, the latter noble-
man with a ‘grand retinue.” Mr Sterne was
part of his ‘suit,” perhaps in the capacity of
chaplain.

The Sermons were now being eagerly
looked for. For the sermon which Corporal
Trim had read and commented on so ad-
mirably, and had been preached before the
‘judges of assize,” had struck the public
fancy. ¢ The best thing in it,” wrote Wal-
pole, ‘is a sermon;’ and there was a large
class of the ‘serious’ who bought the hun-
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dred very wise, learned, well-intended pro-
ductions, that have no charms for me,’ as
Goldsmith put it. Dodsley was not one to
let so good an opening pass by, and a selec-
tion from Mr Sterne’s Village Sermons was
at press with the second edition of T¥istram.
On Thursday, the 22d of May, there was in
the Public Advertiser this singular notice:
*THis DAy is published, in two volumes,
price, sewed, 5s. (with a portrait of the
Editor, engraved from a painting by Mr
Reynolds), The Sermons of Mr Yorick,
published by the Rev. Mr Sterne, Pre-
bendary of York. Printed for J. Dodsley.’
It will be remarked, what a Shandean jum-
ble is here of Yorick and Sterne; and some
have leant on him very severely for what
they considered a trick unworthy his posi-
tion as a clergyman. They were not intro-
‘duced under the authorship of Tristram
Shandy, but of Mr Yorick, an amiable
clergyman, with whose sufferings and pa-
thetic end all were familiar. The fact was,
Mr Sterne was better known as * Mr Yorick,’
than as Mr Sterne, and it was really a par-
donable device which deceived nobody. In
a characteristic preface he remonstrates with
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his public. He hopes ‘the most serious
- reader will find nothing to offend him’—in
putting this new title to his newer work.
* Lest it should be otherwise, I have added
a second title-page with the real name of
the author. The first will serve the book-
seller’s purpose, and the second will ease
the minds of those who see a jest, and the
danger which lurks under it where no jest
was meant;’ and accordingly in the volume
is to be found a separate fly-leaf, for the
benefit of such tender consciences as were
liable to be pricked. Then, pleasantly tak-
ing credit for their being hastily written,

and carrying the marks of haste with them,

as evidence of their coming ‘more from the
heart than the head,” he prays to God it
may do the world the service he wishes,
and winds up with a declaration that he
rests ‘with a heart much at ease upon the
protection of the humane and candid, from
whom I have received many favours, for
which I beg leave to return them thanks—
thanks.” ‘The man’s head,’ said Walpole,
in one of his charitable humours, ‘indeed
was a little turned before, but is now topsy-
turvy with his success and fame.” But this
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Mr Sterne thought °that if Alexander
of Macedon could have translated his lord-
ship, the Bishop would not have said
so.” This is a specimen of his best sketch-
ing. We almost hear and see the Prelate
shaking his head and repeating, ‘It was all
one.’

The Sermons were introduced in the pret-
tiest garb. ° Have you read his Sermons,’
writes Gray, ‘ with his own comic figure at
the head of them?’ Scarcely ‘comie,’” but
showing a store of thought and originality,
much latent humour, and a profound Rabe-
lais twinkle.* The poet was charmed with
them. He thought they were ‘in the style
most proper for the pulpit, and show a
strong imagination and a sensible heart.’
Dr Johnson, who could not relish ‘the man
Sterne,” was not likely to give a good word
to his sermons. Mr Craddock tells us how a
lady asked the Doctor how he liked Yorick’s
Sermons. In his rough, blunt way, he an-
swered her,—

* Though the publication was spread over some eight years,
there was a uniformity observed in the shape of Mr Sterne's
books seldom met with in other directions. A complete set of
the original editions is rarely to be found, and for the
makes a very pretty find.
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‘I know nothing about them, madam!’ *
Later on, the subject was renewed, perhaps
started by one whom he might have con-
sidered to be more competent to deal with
them, and he then censured them with much
severity. The lady, who had not forgotten his
plain reply, sharply retorted,—‘I understood,
sir, you had not read them.” ‘No, madam,"
roared the sage, ‘I did read them, but it was
in a stage-coach; I should not even have
deigned to have looked at them kad I been
at large!’ This onslaught was due to the
great critic’s temper of mind, for there were
many other works of inferior quality which
he deigned to look at—even enjoy. He was
delighted with Blair’s correct but feeble ser-
mons. To another lady, the ‘vivacious’ Miss
Monckton, he was scarcely less civil, when
the same topic was started. She was urging
that some of Sterne’s writings were very
pathetic, a modified shape of approbation
which could scarcely be disputed. Again
Johnson broke out, and denied it. ‘I am
sure,” she said, ‘they have affected me.’
This left so happy an opening for a good

* [Consult ‘Sterne and the Theatre’ in Letters and Misosl-
lanies.
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retort that the huge sage began to smile
and roll himself about before speaking.
‘ Why, that is because, dearest, you are g
dunce;’ which unparliamentary stroke he
afterwards handsomely withdrew, saying,
‘with equal truth and politeness,” ‘ Madam,
if I had thought so, I certainly should not
have said it.” Posterity has happily reversed
many of these rough-and-ready verdicts.

The moralist someway never forgave °the
man Sterne.’ In his own city of Lichfield,
the old animosity to the Sermons turned up
again. One ‘ Mr Wickens,” whose books he
was turning over, showed him the obnoxious
discourses. The sight of it was like a piece
of scarlet cloth. °Sir,” roared the Doctor,
‘do you ever read any others?’ ‘Yes,’
answered Mr Wickens, with a little spiritual
vanity; ‘I read Sherlock, and Tillotson, and
Beveridge, and others.” ‘Ay, sir,” broke out
the other, in a rather imperfect metaphor,
‘there you drink the cup of salvation to the
bottom; here you have merely the froth from
the surface.” But still he could appreciate
him: and he told a friend of Sterne’s long
after, that it required all his powers to neu-
tralise the effects of the humourist’s fascinat-
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Mrs Shandy, Trim and Dr Slop—these out-
lines have become fixed in the public mind,
like the incidents and characters in Don
Quixote. These are so clear in their draw-
ing, and have been so much referred to and
quoted, that they have become known and
familiar, even for those who have never seen
or read the book. The coarseness of ZYis-
tram is now little cared for, and taken as a
book, on the whole is thought but heavy
reading by °the general.’

Coxwould, the new curacy, was on the
Thirsk high road, and about sixteen miles
from York city; Stillington, his other charge,
lay within six miles’ ride, and Sutton was
about four miles beyond Stillington. On
the whole, the ‘cure’ of all three would
not seem to have been a very laborious
duty, especially as the ‘souls’ were not
very abundant. Still he found it necessary
to subsidise a curate for Sutton and Still-
ington, and confine himself wholly to the
pastoral charge of Coxwould. ‘A sweet
retirement in comparison with Sutton,’ he
called it, not very long before his death,
when reviewing the scenes of his many
wanderings. Red tiles and red brick fur-
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to this day. Behind in the garden was my
Uncle Toby’s bowling green — where the
mimic sieges of Namur and Dendermond
were . carried on with such unflagging regu-
larity—and the arbour, where the author of
Uncle Toby wrote of the summer evenings.
Sometimes, when he is very low in spirits,
it becomes what he quaintly calls ‘a cuck-
oldy retreat.’

His parishioners, it would seem, were
scanty enough: ‘Unless for the few sheep
left me to take care of,” he wrote later,
‘in this wilderness, I might as well, nay
better, be at Mecca.’ But this might have
been one of its agrémens. Another was the
vicinity of Lord Fauconberg and his park,
scarcely a mile away: and to visit that no-
bleman, he used very often to drive out in
a new chaise, drawn by the London horses,
while little ‘Lyd’ cantered along gaily by
their side, on a pony purchased for her by
her indulgent father. There he found Lord
Belasyse, and Lady Anne, to whom his com-
pany was always welcome. Naturally enough
then he would have enjoyed his new habita-
tion. He had no trouble with Sutton and
Stillington; a curate, as I have said—the
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Reverend Mr Walker—took care of those
parishes for him.

After his death the house—it was known
as Shandy Hall—was suffered to go to ruin.
It had passed, with the Old Manor House,
to the Wombwell family —one of whom
had married Lord Fauconberg’s heiress. Sir
George Wombwell, the later owner, has put
it in thorough repair. Unluckily it has been
thought good to divide it into labourers’
cottages, but the regular outline of the
place is preserved, and on the entrance
gate is to be read:—* Here dwelt Laurence
Sterne, for many years incumbent of Cox-
wold. Here he wrote Tristram Shandy and
the Sentimental Journey. Died in London
in 1768, aged 55 years.’ *

The duties of his stall, now so long sus-
pended, required his presence at York: and
for little more than a fortnight after his
return, we find him dating letters from that
city. His first letter is to his Episcopal
patron Warburton, with a present of ‘two
sets’ of his sermons. He did not know the
Bishop’s address, and therefore ‘could think

* Not far away, at Amplefurth, is the St Laurence’s Catholic
College, which it was jocosely said bore this name in honour of
its erratic neighbour.
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of no better expedient than to order them
into Mr Berrenger’s hands;’ then takes the
opportunity of making a very earnest and
grateful acknowledgment for past favours.
‘The truest and humblest thanks I returm
to your Lordship for the generosity of your
protection and advice to me; by making a
good use of the one, I will hope to deserve
the other. I wish your Lordship all the
health and happiness in this world; for I
am your Lordship’s most obliged and most
grateful servant, L. STErNE.’
He adds in a postscript that he is about
‘sitting down to go on with ZTvistram, &ec.
The scribblers use me ill, but they have
used my betters much worse, for which
may God forgive them.” An adroit refer-
ence to the rough treatment his patron and
himself experienced from °the scribblers.’
Woarburton and Garrick had been already
in consultation over our °heteroclite Par-
son.” The Bishop, perhaps, was a little un-
easy, lest his indiscreet protégé should bring
his hastily-bestowed patronage into discredit.
Garrick was interested in his friend’s welfare
and reputation. The donor of the ‘Purse
of Gold’ would naturally be the most suit-
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&ood manners; but I have already taken such
repeated liberties of advising you on that
head, that to say more were needless, or per-
haps unacceptable.” This was plain speaking.
He then touches on some discreditable pane-
gyrics on the author of 7Tristram—°odes as
they are called,’ notoriously written by Hall
Stevenson. ‘ Whoever was the author, he
appears to be a monster of impiety and
lewdness. Yet such is the malignity of the
scribblers, some have given them to your
friend Hall; and others, which is still more
impossible, to yourself, though the first ode
has the insolence to place you both in a
mean and ridiculous light. But this might
arise from a tale equally groundless and
malignant, that you had shown them to
your acquaintance in MS. before they were
given to the publick. Nor was their being
printed by Dodsley the likeliest means of
discrediting the calumny.” He then alludes
to the little biographical portrait in ‘a Female
Magazine’ and asks, ‘ Pray, have you read it,
or do you know the author?’

That he really scarcely cared to disguise
what was his private conviction as to these
matters, is plain from the conclusion of the
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letter. ‘But of all these things, I daresay
Mr Garrick, whose prudence is equal to his
honesty or his talents, has remonstrated to
you with the freedom of a friend.” If these
were mere untrue rumours, how should Mr
Sterne merit any such expostulation? And
finally, by an admirable panegyric of the
actor, he skilfully points the moral, and in-
directly hints to Mr Sterne a course of con-
duct which he might imitate with profit.
‘He (Mr Garrick) knows the inconstancy of
what is called the publick, towards all even
the best-intentioned of those who contribute
to its pleasure or amusement. He (as every
man ¢of honour and discretion would) has
availed himself of the public favour to regu-
late the taste, and in his proper station to re-
form, the manners of the fashionable world;
while by a well-judged economy, he has pro-
vided against the temptations of a mean and
servile dependence on the follies and vices of
the great. In a word, be assured there is
no one more sincerely wishes your welfare
and happiness than, reverend sir, W. G.’
Making allowance for a natural anxiety to
save his own credit as a patron, by keeping
his protégé steady, it must be said again,
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that this is an admirable letter. It had
been well for this turbulent prelate had he
been always thus temperate.

The following day, from Prior Park, he
sent a copy of his admonition, together
with Sterne’s letter, to Garrick. It ex-
plains clearly the meaning of his advice.
‘I heard enough,’ he wrote, ‘of his con-
duct in town since I left it to make me
think he would soon lose the fruits of all
the advantage he had gained by a successful
effort, and would disable me from appearing
~ -as his friend or well-wisher. Since he got
back to York, I had the enclosed letter
from him, which afforded me an oppor-
tunity I was not sorry for, to tell him my
mind, - and with all frankness . . . . If it
have any effect, it will be well for him; if
it have not, it will be at least well for me,
in the satisfaction I shall receive in the
attempt to do him service.’

On the 19th, Mr Sterne replied. There is
a tone half-wounded, half-defiant, rather dif-
ferent from the humble, grateful cadences of
the first. He protests he would willingly
‘give no offence to mortal, by anything
which I think can look like the least vio-
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lation of either decency or good manners.’
Still, at the same time, it is hard in a work
of the riotous complexion of T'ristram ‘to
mutilate everything in it, down to the prud-
ish humour of every particular.” ‘I will,
however, do my best,” he goes on, ‘though
laugh, my Lord, I will, and as loud as I
can too.’

He then clears himself from any partici-
pation in ‘the Odes, as they are called;’
and there is no reason why we should not
accept this explanation. They were sent to
him in a cover anonymously, and after
striking out some of the grosser portions,
he showed them round to all his friends
as ‘a whimsical performance.” This would
account for his receiving the credit of their
authorship. Garrick, too, who was skilful at
vers de société, had threatened him with an
Ode; and he naturally concluded that this
was his performance. True, it was in Hall
Stevenson’s hand, but their correspondence
had been interrupted for nineteen years,
and it was natural that he should have
forgotten its character. But as soon as he
discovered who it came from, he ‘sent
it back with his extreme concern a man
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of such talents should give the world such
scandal.’

He then speaks with genuine feeling of
the cruel onslaughts which had been made
on his character and his works. There is a
soreness in his tone which, in spite of his
vaunting declaration that he would °laugh
loud,’ shows that he was deeply wounded.

‘Of all the vile things wrote against me,
that in the Female Magazine was the most
snimicitious. These strokes in the dark, with
the many kicks, cuffs, and bastinadoes I
openly get on all sides of me are beginning
to make me sick of this foolish humour of
mine, of sallying forth into this wide and
wicked world to redress wrongs. Otherwise
I wish from my heart I had never set pen
to paper, but continued hid in the quiet
obscurity in which T had so long lived. I
was quiet, for I was below envy, yet above
want; and indeed so very far above it that
the idea of it never once entered my head
in writing, and as I am £200 a year further
from the danger of it than I was then, I
think it never will.” A year afterwards Mr
Sterne was describing his temperament to a
less reverend intimate—‘I would else just
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now lay down and die; and yet in half an
hour’s time I’ll lay a guinea I shall be as
merry as a monkey, and as mischievous
too, . . . . so that this is but a copy of
the present train rumning across my brain.’
Fame and profit are not parted with so
cheerfully, nor is the ruefulness of a mo-
ment of despondency to be accepted as a
true choice. Even as he wrote the °mis-
chievousness’ and ‘merriness’ of the monkey
were not far away, and there was surely
balm in the recollection that ‘the Bishop
of Carlisle called yesterday.” This episcopal
patronage of a ‘heteroclite Parson’ grows
every instant more surprising.

A reply from Warburton, written appar-
ently by the earliest return post, closes the
correspondence. His explanation had some-
what warmed the Bishop into -cordiality,
who writes in the same happy mixture of
advice, compliment, and even irony, which
distinguished the first. It ran: ‘It gives
me real pleasure that you are resolved to
do justice to your genius, and to borrow
no aids to support it, but what are of the
party of honour, virtue and religion. You
say you will continue to laugh aloud. In
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himself.” A wholesome truth and effort

at remonstrance, which, however, is un-

likely to have had any effect upon a char-

acter such as Sterne’s was. The whole is

creditable to Warburton, who displays a

delicacy and moderation surprising to those
89



YORICK’S SERMONS

familiar with his usual rough free-lance
mode of action, and the portraits done of
him by Churchill.
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Guinea coast; and then introduces that fa-
miliar figure of ‘the stop-watch critic,” who
has figured on a thousand platforms since.
‘And what of this new book the whole
world makes such a rout about?—O! ‘tis
out of all plumb, my Lord; quite an irregu-
lar thing. I had my rule and compasses in
my pocket. — Excellent critic!’ He then
rambled off into a curious preface, placed,
according to true Shandean eccentricity,
about the middle of the third volume—
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lady of wit, except in ‘the honest John
Trot style of yours of the 15th instant came

safe to hand,’ etc. This ‘vile plight I found






volum

the general fnvolities of society, seems ever
to have interfered with settled habits of
curious reading and industrious writing. No
wonder that near the completion of his task
he should exclaim humorously, ‘What a rate
I have gone on at curveting and frisking it
away, two up and two down, without look-
ing once behind, or even on one side of me.
I'll take a good rattling gallop, but I'll not
hurt the poorest jackass upon the road. So
off I set, up one lane, down another, through
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this turnpike, over that, as if the arch-jockey
of jockeys had got behind me. . . . . He's
flung—he’s off—he’s lost his seat—he’s down
—he’ll break his neck—see if he has not
galloped full amongst the scaffolding of the
undertaking critics—he’ll knock his brains
out against some of their posts. . . . . Don’t
fear, said I, I'll not hurt the poorest jackass
upon the king’s highway.” He then thinks
of Warburton, and the ‘story of Tristram’s
pretended tutor,” and niches in an amende
to his patron. °‘‘But your horse throws
dirt—see, you have splashed a bishop.”
“I hope in God ’twas only Ernulphus,”
said 1.’

In short, so diligently had he laboured,
that by the first week in October such per-
sons as took the London Chronicle read in
their copy of October the 9th, a very cheer-
ing announcement for all Shandeans:—

‘The public is desired to take notice,
that the Tuirp AND Fourran VoLuMmes of
Tristram Shandy, by the author of the first
and second volumes, will be published about
Christmas next. Printed for R. & J. Dods-
ley, in Pall Mall, where may be had:
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‘1, A New Edil
volumes.

‘8. The Sermons of Mr Yorick, pub-
lished by the Rev. Mr Stemne,
Prebendary of York.’

The caution as to the new volumes being
from the pen of ‘the author of the first
and second,” may have been in consequence
of an impudent counterfeit which had just
appeared —a sham third volume, by one
Carr, which for similarity of type, shape
and everything but genius, had taken in a
few readers and some buyers. It will be
seen, too, that Tristram was travelling gaily
through successive new editions; and.that in
spite of the ‘day-tall critics,” and the °trim-
ming of his jacket’ by the Monthly Reviewers.
For these new volumes Dodsley gave no less
a sum than three hundred and eighty pounds,
a large sum considering the size of the vol-
umes, and an excellent test of the book's
popularity. It was, however, not to be
paid until six months after it had gone to
press.

But just now, down at his retirement, he
was aspiring to the full-blown dignity of a
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adventure of Slawkenbergius—the
significance of which could not be mis-
understood —and Mr Croft wrote him a
sort of friendly remonstrance. Mr Sterne
acknowledged this friendly act very grate-
fully, but reassured his ‘kind friends at
Stillington,’ because ‘it shifts off the idea
of what you fear to another point,” as the
satire ‘is levelled at those learned block-
heads, who in all ages have wasted their
time and learning upon points as foolish.’
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ness, the other extolled it as extravagantly.
It has been said that its success was not so
decided as that of the first volumes. But
writes Mr Sterne, ‘the best is, they abuse
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that abused the book reflected this just eriti-
cism, Mr Sterne might well console himself
He was every day growing more and
more the fashion. Mr John Spencer took
him down with him to Wimbleton—that
Mr John Spencer who was nephew to the
Duke of Marlborough. Before the month
was out, Mr Spencer was created Lord
Viscount Spencer, and was to have the next
Shandy instalment dedicated to him. Then
Charles Townshend had told Mr Sterne, in
confidence, that he was to be shortly made
Secretary at War; so political interest was
gathering fast. How was it that he could
not put these friends to some profit? Now
came Lady Northumberland’s ‘ Grand As-
sembly,” for which Mr Sterne hurried up
from Wimbleton. Lady Northumberland
had been giving ‘Grand Assemblies’ all
the season; which Horace Walpole has
enrolled among his festivals of honour.
One of Mr Croft’s sons, Stephen, was
in the army; the other became a brother
canon of Mr Sterne’s in the Cathedral
With so powerful a friend in London, who
was, besides, intimate with the Secretary at
War, it seemed likely that something might






persecutions.”

Some comforting balm was this unéx-
pected tribute to his popularity. Dr Dodd
had entertained Peers and Countesses at the
¢ Magdalen,” and made effective appeals to
their sensibilities and purses; and the com-
mittee of the last-named charity knew well
how effective would be Mr Sterne’s name,
when they requested him to advocate their
claims on one Sunday in the first week of
May. The committee, at one of their meet-
ings, directed a notice to be inserted in the
daily papers, that the Reverend Mr Sterne
was to preach for the Foundlings; and on






turning back to the promised land. He
just passed through York, and then sat
down and wrote his friend a letter, pitched
in the very lowest key of low spirits. Raw
Yorkshire weather had set in, and ‘a thin
death-doing, pestiferous north-east wind’ was
blowing in a line direct from Crazy Castle
turret ‘full upon me.” ‘’Tis as cold and
churlish just now as (if God had not pleased
it to be so) it ought to have been in bleak
December, and therefore I am glad you are
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to the fifth Skandy. ‘I care not a curse
for the critics. I’ll load my vehicle with
what goods He sends me, and they may
take ’em off my hands, or let them alone.
I am very valorous—and it’s in proportion
as we retire from the world, and see it in
its true dimensions, that we despise it—no
bad rant! God above bless you. You know
I am your affectionate cousin,

‘L. STERNE.
10






ing letter, and becomes worse when we think
of the peaceful pastoral enjoyments at Cox-
would, which he was praising to more decent
folk. The clergyman that could write such
stuff as this, must at this time have become
quite depraved.

® Yet this letter was printed by his own daughter, who, we
must charitably hope, was ignorant of its meaning.
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hobby horse, and so much am I delighted
with my Uncle Toby’s imaginary character,
that I am become an enthusiast.” A par-
donable complacency, when we reflect that
this portion of labour contained the exquisite
story of Le Fever, a masterpiece of true feel-
ing and dramatic power. He was sitting at his
table in the centre, ‘squirting his ink about.’
‘My Lydia helps to copy for me, and my wife
knits and listens as I read her chapters.” This
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been in ms mina just now. it was ru-
moured that his friends, the Northumber
lands, were looking out for ‘a governor’ for
their son, and Horace Walpole had been
asked to recommend a person for the office.
But Mr Sterne, after all, was scarcely the

of youth, and perhaps needed
himself. Later, he himself sketched—and
sketched most dramatically—the average
type of the men of this class.
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copied into every journal in the kingdom.
There were few dry eyes as that marvel of
true pathos was read. Noble ladies wrote
to Mr Sterne, to tell him how it had
affected them. The famous image of the
accusing spirit was considered all but sub-
lime by Garrick. These volumes, however,
contained but too many of those little clap-
trap devices with which Mr Sterne had be-
gun to help himself over chasms, where his

18






of my Uncle Toby’s militery tactics, and the
counci of war between him sad his Ecuten-
sat—are st least equal to Mr Sterme’s best

we are to accept his own statement—one of
those unnecessary, injudicious statements, to
which the momentary candour of Shandeism
prompted him—the sale of this instalment
was rather a falling off. Later on, he in-
discreetly told the readers of volumes seven
and eight that he had several ‘cartloads’ of
the two preceding volumes on hand.

He had inscribed these books to Lord,
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Viscount Spencer,” and specially dedicates
the story of Le Fever to Lady Spencer,
for which he had no other motive °which
my heart has informed me of, but that the
story is a humane one.” The books them-
selves, ‘are the best my talents, with such
bad health as I have, could produce,’ and
the whole is ushered in by some odd Latin
mottoes—one from Horace, one from Eras-
mus, and the third from the decrees of a

Council at Carthage.
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tion. The new archbishop, Dr Hay Drum-
mond, at once excused him from all paro-
chial work for a year, or even two years—
if it should be necessary—°‘ humanely,” Mr
Sterne adds, speaking of this indulgence.
But a yet more serious difficulty lay in the
way. He was looking to the sunny south
of France to restore his shattered chest, but






tell him not to be ungentle with Sterme.’
Every glimpse we have of this artist seems
to show him in the same amiable character
—yet always tempered with a steady good
sense and firmness.

The very outset of this journey is charac-
teristicc. He confides to us the story of his
abrupt departure with a pleasant confidence,
shifting it into the Sentimental Journey. *I
had left London,” he says, ¢ with so much
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straight roads, with the rude-paved causeway
in the centre; the interminable files of trees;
the old posting-houses, always welcome; the
gay, quaint towns, of which there were but
hurried glimpses; the canals; the snatches of
fortification; the women peasants, in white
caps and sabots, along the market road; the
men peasants, in woollen liberty caps, blouses,
and sabots also; the douaniers, and the gend-
armes, who suggest the drama of ‘Robert
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opened. At this very day we turn into the
old-fashioned inn yard, in the Rue Notre
Dame des Victoires, and see lying up there
in ordinary, the yellow wrecks of these an-
cient conveyances, in shape and pattern such
as we see them in the prints.

No one was so fitted as Mr Sterne to
relish these new associations. He had a
perfect instinct for all things French; both
in tone, colour and feeling. His account of












Ailly au Clochers, 1 got to Hixcourt;
from Hixcourt 1 got to Pequignay, and
from Pequignay 1 got to Amiens.’

But at night, when the weary traveller was
struggling for a little sleep, a train of comic
troubles set in; among which was ‘the in-
cessant returns of paying for the horses at
every stage, with the necessity thereupon of
putting your hand into your pocket, and
counting from thence three livres fifteen
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He was in the salons in a moment. The
doors were thrown open for him. His
friend Garrick, who was known to many
there, had no doubt stood his sponsor here
as he had in London. But in truth he
found hosts of friends already on the spot.
Here was Mr Fox and Mr Macartney, who
afterwards went to China and became Sir
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delight of a young fencer, who was also .
invited.* The French actor, too, gave sup-
pers to Garrick and Clairon, and other noto-
rieties.

Mr Sterne says he could write his friend
‘six volumes of what has passed comically
in this great scene these fourteen days,’ and
we can accept his statement. We could

* See Angelo’s * Letters.’ t Garrick’s * Letters.’
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